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ANNA KATHARINE GREEN’S NEW NOVEL 


THE MAYOR'S WIFE 


The famous weaver of mysteries has here with infinite deft- 
ness woven one of her most alluring plots. The story seems to 
come toward the reader from the page and take hold of him. 

The suspense is increased from chapter to chapter, and the 
solution, awaited with breathless interest, is not given till the 
very end. 






Seven pictures by Alice Barber Stephens :: 12mo, cloth, $1.50 
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JUNE PUBLICATIONS 


RICHARD HARDING DAVIS 


NEW STORY 















The Adventures of ro 


THE SCARLET CAR 


Illustrated by F. D. Steele 







$1.50 


It is some time since there has been a long 
story by Richard Harding Davis, and he has 
never done a better tale than this rattling excit- 
ing story of the adventures of the scarlet car 
and the girl and the men who were in it. 










By the author of “ Elizabeth and Her German Garden” 


Fraulein Schmidt and Mr. Anstruther 


$1.50 


A charming delightful love story, the scene of which is laid in a little German tewn, 
full of the quiet sympathetic humor, the deep sentiment and the knowledge of people 
that made the author’s other books so successful. 






Memoirs of the Comtesse de Boigne 
1781-1814 
With portrait frontispiece, $2.50 net, postage extra. 


The most important and interesting memoirs published in recent years. They take 
up the life of the court of Louis XVI, the beginning of the French revolution, the life 
of the Emigrés. the Napoleonic regime and the Restoration. The book has already gone 
through five editions in France. It is full of amusing anecdotes and clever%sketches of 
famous people, and written in a lively and witty manner. 






The British City: The Beginning of Democracy 
By FREDERIC C. HOWE 


Author of ‘‘ The City: the IHlope -of Democracy.” $1.50 net, postage extra. 


Mr. Howe who is a distinguished expert on all municipal subjects, was sent abroad 
by the Department of Commerce and Labor to study conditions in England, and this is 
the result of his investigations It is a revelation of conditions about which people in 
this country are ignorant and full of suggestions to us. 
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GEORGE ADE’S NEW BOOk 


i | OMel a 





Ma 








“Mr. Pike!” “Kalora!” 


The Slim Princess 


A comic opera in story form, a whirligig 
of gayety, with entrancing prima donna, 
“stunt ’-working comedians, chorus of 
ladies of the harem, pretty love-making, 
and a laugh every minute. The most 
cheerful of romances. 


Sixteen Illustrations in Color by GEO. F. KERR 


$1.25 





THE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY, Publishers, INDIANAPOLIS 
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TWO GREAT NOVELS 


Meredith Nicholson’s Great Success 


The Port of 
Missing Men 


“Mr. Nicholson, the author of ‘The House of a 
Thousand Candles,’ has a happy knack of entrapping 
the wariest old reader.” —New York Globe. 






“The clash of wits is as bright as that of knives.” 
—The Nation. 







fllustrations by C. F. UNDERWOOD 


$1.50 









Brimful of Eacitement 


The 
Brass Bowl 


By }LOUIS JOSEPH VANCE 


““¢ The Brass Bowl’ is one of the best pieces 
of rattling romance put out in many a day.”"— 
New York Sun. 

‘Keeps the reader on the alert."”—C/tcago 


Inter-Ocean. 
“An absorbing romance.”—New York World. 


Seven Pictures by ORSON LOWELL 
$1.50 















‘HE BOBBS-MERRILL COMPANY, Publishers 
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Splendid Novels—Splendidly Illustrated in Color 





! 

; 

A NEW ROMANCE TEEMING WITH LOVE | 
AND ADVENTURE 


BEATRIX of CLARE 


By the author of 
“The Colonel of the Red Huzzars’”’ 
(11th Edition) 


JOHN REED SCOTT 


This author’s first 
novel, “The Colonel of 
the Red Huzzars,” cap- 
tured first honors as 
1906's most dashing ro- 
mance. The story of 
“ Beatrix of Clare”’ fully 
meets the “dashing” 
standard set by the 
“Colonel” in every way, 
and is full of “go” from 
first page to last. The 
scenes are laid in Eng- 
land at the time of 
Richard the Third. The 
heroine, the Countess of 
Clare, is a beautiful and 
charming lady of the 
court, a protégée of the 
queen. Her lovers are 
many; and, before she 
is won by the best man,’an abduction takes place, the clash of steel is 
heard, and the reader follows on breathlessly through many exciting pages. 





Four full-page illustrations in Color by Clarence F. Underwood 


12mo. Decorated cloth, $1.50 





ISSUED? FOR THE FIRST TIME IN ENGLISH 


The Woman A powerful story of Italian passion and 
By 


Italian hate. 


**Antonio Fogazzaro has in Tot Woman putin a modern 


ANTONIO FOGAZZARO setting the tragedy of one of those passionate and almost 
Author of “The Saint,” etc. barbarous women who have figured so tefribly in the 
i2mo. Cloth, $1.50 publicand private history of Italy.” —London Daily News. 


PUBLISHERS J. B. LIPPINCOTT CO. PHILADELPHIA 
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Splendid Novels—Splendidly Illustrated in Color 


RUNNING HORSE INN 


By Alfred Tresidder Sheppard 


An intense and thrilling story, the 
scene of which is laid in England at 
the close of the Napoleonic wars, when 
riots threatened the government. 


Uustrated in color. 12mo. Cloth, $1.50 


DISINHERITED 


By Mrs, Stella M. Diring 


An absorbing novel of love and 
mystery, dealing with the marriage of 
an aged baronet, the birth of his child, 
and the consequent disinheritance of 
his former nearest of kin. 


Frontispiece in color 
12mo. Cloth, $1.50 





TRUE DETECTIVE ADVENTURE 


THE TRUTH 
ABOUT THE CASE 


By M. F. Goron, ex-Chief of the Paris 
Detective Police. 


Edited by Albert Keyzer 


“ Possessing an ingenuity that be- 
wilders, and skilful intricacy, these 
stories by Goron will be welcomed by 
American readers who delight in the 
mysterious. Told in a candid way that 
impresses the reader, and a great deal 
better than the usual efforts in their 
class.” — The Record, Philadelphia. 

Eight illustrations in tint by 


Arthur G. Dove 
12mo. Cloth, $1.50 


. PAINTED ROCK 


By Morley Roberts 
Author of ‘Rachel Marr,” ctc. 


Tales and narratives of Painted Rock, 
South Panhandle, Texas, told by Charlie 
Baker, late of that city, and also of 
Snyder, Scurry County. 


“He (Mr. Roberts) is the most vigorous exponent of the ‘man’s life.’”’ 
— London Athenaeum. 





12mo. Cloth, $1.50 


PUBLISHERS J. B. LIPPINCOTT CO. PHILADELPHIA 
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Best Books for Summer Reading 





Published April 27th—2d Edition Now Ready 


THE FLYING CLOUD 


By MORLEY ROBERTS. Author of “The Idlers,” ‘‘The Promotion 
of the Admiral,’’ etc. Decorated cover and portrait frontispiece in 
photogravure. $1.50 


‘‘A corking story—a ripping story! The game is human nature stripped naked, by 
salt water alchemy reduced to its rudiments, as only Morley Roberts or Joseph Conrad 
could paint it.”—Mew York Times. 





Published May 5th—Second Edition on Press 


THE LADY OF THE BLUE MOTOR 


By G. S. PATERNOSTER. With decorated cover and with a colored 
frontispiece by FROHN. $1.50. 
‘*T was unable to lay the book down until I had read the last page. The story isa 
very entertaining one. I know it will be a big seller,” from letter from W. E. HASKELL, 
publisher Boston Herald. 


PRISONERS OF FORTUNE 


By RUEL PERLEY SMITH. With frontispiece in colors by FRANK T. 
MERRILL. $1.50. (3d Printing.) 


‘The author is a born raconteur. The atmosphere of old New England and the 
austerity of life under Cotton Mather are in sharp contrast to the brilliant details of pirate 
adventure.” —Louisville Courier-Journal. 





A New Illustrated Edition of 


Tne GHRONIGLES or MARTIN HEWITT 


By ARTHUR MORRISON. Author of “ The Red Triangle,” etc. With 
six pictures by W. KiRKEPATRICK. $1.50. 
‘‘It is no wonder that it should have been thought worth while to re-issue these 
‘Chronicles.’ They appeal strongly to every lover of the best detective fiction.”’ 


THE ROME EXPRESS 


By MAJOR ARTHUR GRIFFITHS. Author of “The Passenger from 
Calais.” With colored frontispiece. $1.25. (2d Printing.) 


‘‘An absorbing mystery story, showing the methods of the French police. In a 
traveler's hand it will make any train go very fast, because of its originality and its quick 
action, due tq the absence of alltiresome description."—. Y. Morning World. 


THE MORNING-GLORY CLUB 


By GEORGE A. KYLE. With frontispiece in colors. $1.25. (2d Printing.) 


‘‘A drive at women’s clubs, full of gentle satire and real humor.” —Chicago News. 
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Best Books for Summer Reading 


Published May 10th—2d Large Edition on Press 







The New Work on Nature and 
Animal Life by PROFESSOR 
CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS 


THE HAUNTERS 
OF THE SILENCES 


With 50 full-page drawings, four of which 
are in color, cover design, end leaves and 
many minor decorations by Charles 
Livingston Bull. $2.00 


‘*Others have written animal biography and auto- 
biography, but it has remained for Mr. Roberts to 
crystallize in aseries of brief and vibrant character 
studies,told with graphic power, insight and sympa- 
thy. the really salient features of the horizonless life 
of the outer worlds.”’— New Vork Bookman. 















‘* Fascinating stories of animal life.”"— Boston Her- 
ald. ‘s 








rail An Important Contribution to the Literature of 

1 ny i! 
| ae Travel 
fl eee ii : | ; 


| aeuapeki = THE ITALIAN LAKES 


By W.D.McORAOCKAN. Author of “The Fair Land of 
Tyrol,” etc. Illustrated with 40 reproductions of photo- 
graphs taken by the author. Decorated cover, $2.00 






| ‘*Mr. W. D. McCrackan’s ‘Italian Lakes’ fills one with respect for the 
author, so many are the familiar and unfamiliar beautiful places of which he 


Hn 1 I 
CaN AVG 
HA Hi writes. The solitude of the lakes will be disturbed by many another traveler 
wt | Ml i afterthis book is published.”,— 7he New York Times. 
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Yast Published 


TENANTS OF 
THE TREES 


by CLARENCE HAWKES. Author of 
“Little Foresters,” “ Shaggycoat,” etc. 
With 8 full-page drawings, 4 of which 
are in color, cover design, end leaves and 
a minor decorations by Louis Rhead. 
1.50 


Deals more particularly with birds and the 
smaller woodland animals ; and there is also 
much vivid description of still life. Mr. 
Hawkes’s nature studies are noted for their 
simplicity and truth and the distinct note of 
individuality. Mr. Rhead’s characteristic 


—— are in complete harmony with the 


ee remrnnn 
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READY JUNE ist 


A Most Timely and Interesting Summer Book 


Along the Labrador Coast 


By CHARLES WENDELL TOWNSEND, M.D. 


Author of “The Birds of Essex County.” 


MOST readable and timely account of a trip to the 

Labrador coast, giving full description of the scenery, 
climate, people, flora and fauna, history and tradition ; like- 
wise routes of travel and accommodation for intending visitors. 
The author, who is a well-known physician and ornithologist, 
treats with great interest this nearest Arctic land, which is re- 
ceiving world-wide attention through the philanthropic en- 
deavors of Doctor Grenfell, and the romantic writings of 
Norman Duncan and others. The work is most fully illus- 
trated by numerous excellent half-tones from photographs 
taken by the author and friends, contains sketch map of the 
whole region, likewise classified list of fauna, and complete 


index. Cloth, large 12mo : : : . , $1.50 





DANA ESTES & CO. 


Publishers : 3 $ $ BOSTON 
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LITTLE, BROWN & CO’S NEW NOVELS 


By the author of “ The District Attorney ” 


BY RIGHT DIVINE 
By WILLIAM SAGE 


A vigorous story of love and politics, dealing with the 
struggle between a United States Senator and a young 
Governor for political supremacy complicated by the love of 
the Senator’s daughter for both of the contestants. A virile, 
present-day story of absorbing interest. 


With frontispiece in color. 12mo. Cloth, $1.50. 


THE CASTLE OF DOUBT 
By JOHN H. WHITSON 


__ The fascinating present-day story of a young man who finds himself identified as the husband of a beau- 
ane whom he is sure he has never before seen. With frontispiece in color by I. H. Catica. 
oth, $1 50. 


PHANTOM WIRES ACKROYD ot the FACULTY 





By ARTHUR STRINGER By ANNA CHAPIN RAY 
By all odds, the most exciting and interestin “4 keenly analytical study of aman who has been 
criminal story we have read in years, saysthe N.Y. _ brought into close social contact with a social class 
Press of this new novel by the author of ‘‘The for whose customs he has had no previous training.” 
Wire Tappers.”” Fully illustrated. 1r2mo, $1.50. —Chicago Journal Second printing. Cloth, $1.50. 


AUNT JANE OF KENTUCKY 
By ELIZA CALVERT HALL 


Margaret E. Sangster says: ‘Nothing more charming than this delightful book has appeared in 
recent fiction,”’ 


The New York Times says: ‘‘ Where so many have made caricatures of old-time country folk, Eliza 
Calvert Hall has caught at once the real charm, the real spirit, the real people and the real joy of living 


which was theirs.”” Fully illustrated by Bevcan Stronc. Cloth, $1 50. 

By ELLIS MEREDITH By LUCY M. THRUSTON 
._ Mirrors the life of a talented young woman mak- A strong novel of the Carolina mountains. The 
ing her living in New York. “An optimistic story story of the development of a poor boy who became 
of struggling geniuses ” Cloth, $1.50. rich and selfish. Cloth, $1.50. 


THE MALEF ACTOR The Oppenheim Novels 


, The Malefactor 
A Maker of History 


By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM The Mactee Wiinmee 


Mysterious Mr. Sabin 


This amazing story of the strange revenge of Sir The Yellow Crayon 
Wingrave Seton, who suffered imprisonment for a Se staan. 
crime i : : f noe of Sinners 

he did not commit rather than defend himself at The. ieee 
4 womans expense, ‘‘will make the most languid The Traitors 
alive with expectant mental activity,” says the Chicago A Millionaire of Yesterday 
Record-Herald, The Man and His Kingdom 
Enoch Strone 
If you have already read The Malefactor, there are A Sleeping Memory 


I2 other equally good Oppenheim novels. Illustrated, $1.50 each 


SSS SL SS 


Published by LITTLE, BROWN & CO., Boston. At all booksellers 


LEN 











JUST THE BOOK TO 
RELIEVE THE PRES- 
ENT FICTION MON- 
OTONY IN AMERICA. 





The “Times” says: “A 
story so dainty, so 
pretty, so humorous 
we have not read 
for many a long 
day.” 





The Publishers’ Weekly. 





By 
ERNEST 
OLDMEADOW 


[No. 1843] May 25, 1% 


A well known New York 
publisher, who was dis- 
appointed in not getting 
“SUSAN,” said it would 
easily sell 50,000 in this 


country 







A romance, tender, wit- 
ty, charming—a new 
note in fiction. 


The London Book Monthly reports ‘‘Susan”’ as one of the 6 Best Sellers in England. 


Its appeal is universal. 


Sure to lead in sales here. 


Frontispiece (in Color) of SUSAN. One glance from SUSAN’S eyes will 


sell the book. Striking Cover. 


Cloth, $1.50. 


Strong Posters 





The Fortuna Filly 


Cloth. Price, $1.50 


\ 





and interest. 


Specially Suitable for Summer Reading. A RACING NOVEL 


By HOWEL SCRATTON. The author once more asks 
us to go to the races and takes us back to those familiar 
scenes of the open which have lost none of their romance 





DR. NORDAU writes the publishers: ‘‘ The play 
has been greatly misunderstood, people having 
sought to find in it some ‘tendency.’ It is nota pla 
‘ with a purpose,’ but like every other dramatic wor 
worthy of the name, a slice of life cut out of palpi- 
tating reality. It shows the working of the so called 


‘ Jewish question’ in actual life.’”’ Cloth, $1.00 net. 


A Question of Honor 


By MAX NORDAU 
Authorized English Translation by MARY J. 


SAFFORD 





JOHN W. LUCE & COMPANY, 31 Beacon Street, Boston 


Ma 
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The SECOND 
GENERATION 


By David Graham Phillips 
Author of ** Golden Fleece,’’ ete. 


“There are few chapters in mod- 
ern fiction more beautiful or en- 
nobling in influence than those 
concerned with the unfolding life of 
these young people. ‘The Second 
Generation’ is not only Mr. Phil- 
lips’ strongest and best novel ; it is 
the most virile and vital romance 
of the present year.”—The Arena. 


Illustrated 
r2mo, Cloth 


$7.50 


12mo, Cloth 
Illustrated 


The SECRET 
of TONI 


By Molly Elliot Seawell 
Author of “The Chateau of Montplaisir,’’etc. 


From the beautiful sentiment of 
Virginia as shown in “The Vic- 
tory,” Miss Seawell returns now to 
the vivacity of the France which 
she portrays so well. Her hero 
begins as a rapscallion of ten who 
runs away with a circus; the story 
follows his picturesque career to a 
happy marriage. 


ws 





The Publishers’ Weekly. 
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The TREE of 
HEAVEN 


By Robert W. Chambers 
Author of ** The Fighting Chance,’ ete. 


The deft hand that has spun so 
many other romances has woven 
a new delight in this story of an 
oriental rug. It is a tale of mys- 
terious charm with a warp of oc- 
cultism ina realistic woof. It makes 
reading more or less of the type of 
“Tole.” 


Illustrated 
Z2mo, Cloth 


> 
cf 





Z2mo, Cloth 
Ornamental Cover 


The ISLE of 
DREAMS 


By Myra Kelly 


Author of ‘Little Citizens,’’ ete. 


The Boston Globe says: “ That 
this captivating love story will take 
its place among the best sellers of 
the year there seems to be no doubt. 
The author, who has attracted uni- 
versal attention, takes for her cen- 
tral figure a talented young woman 
artist, and provides one of the best 
literary treats of the year.” 


— 
eS 
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The Best of Summer Reading 
DUFFIELD & COMPANY’S 
NEW 
NOVELS 























| 4 / meh: Each $1.50 
Postpaid 


Pra... 


A Winged Sir Elyot of C 
Victory the Woods 





Wi: 
By ROBERT MORSS LOVETT By EMMA BROOKE _ 
**Audacious but never shocking, intensely human ** Get the book and save it and read it out of doors piq 
and appealing, true and sweet and uplifting from in June. It is ever so much better than the great as 
cover to core.” —Chicago Record-Heraid. majority of open-air stories.”’ 

—Cleveland Plain Dealer. . 
en) 
cin 
rec 
hes 

| 16y,Y2 
| TID OIG 
[ | OPEL tT Tater delock 
By SAMUEL GORDON By CHARLES EGBERT CRADDOCK SI 


‘* The story moves swiftly, grows in interest to the ‘*The tale is admirable in its delineations of human 
end and is clever both in dialogue and characteriza saad ; f 1 
tion. It is relieved by so many attractive elements nature and its presentations of unusual personages. 
that it has not the tragic nature one expects from a tisa delightful book for the vacation.” 
novel dealing with Russian persecution of the Jew. 


—Matland Times. —Grand Rapids Herald. 
The Spirit of Labor Success in Life Business aud Education 
By HUTCHINS HAPGOOD By EMIL REICH By PRANK A. VANDERLIP 


Each, $3.50 net. Postage 14 cents 
Order from your jobber or from us 
DUFFIELD "4 COMPANY M 


*: 


3OEAST 21° ST JC NEW YORK 








} reat 
May « 
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THE SEASON’S EXCEPTIONAL FICTION 


Sparkling new romance by the authors of 


LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER 


The 
Princess Virginia 
By C. N. @ A. M. WILLIAMSON 


“The Princess Virginia” is first of the summer 

novels, even as was “Lady Betty across the 
Water” last year. The inimitable briskness and 
piquancy of this romance of royal love will charm, 
as did “Lady Betty,’’ a multitude of readers who 
enjoy fresh fiction. The rebellious and wholly fas- 
cinating Princess Virginia is the most captivating of 
recent heroines, a girl of splendid courage and loyal 
heart, fully worthy of her imperial lover. 





Six illustrations in colors by Leon Guipon. $1.50 


“ Best story of adventure since ‘Treasure Island.’” N.Y. Mail 


The Mystery 


By and 
STEWART EDWARD WHITE SAMUEL HOPKINS ADAMS 


Here is a tale that will appeal to every gill of red blood in 

your veins. Right from the first page the fascination of this 
astounding mystery story of the Pacific will grip you, not to re- 
lease its hold till the last page has been reached. 

“Praised be for a tale of this sort. It clears the air like a thunderstorm. It’s 

as tonic as iron and a million times as palatable. It sends the blood coursing 


through the veins like a fight against the wind. It’s an emotional life-saver. And 
it’s as fascinating as the girl you love.” Cleveland Leader. 
Fourth large edition. Sixteen illustrations by Will Crawford. $1.50 


‘ 


McCLURE, PHILLIPS & CO., 44 East 23d Street, New York 
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THE BEST NEW NOVELS 





Brown of Harvard 


By RIDA JOHNSON YOUNG and JAMES P. COLEMAN 

With 8 Full-page Illustrations from Photographs of the Play. $1.50 
This brisk and stirring story is a novel of college life based 
upon the successful play of the same name. It will be found true 
to both local color and the spirit of the University where the scene 
is laid. A lively and stirring plot, with ingenious and surprising 


incidents and a striking dénouement, seizes the reader’s attention 
at the start and holds it to the end. 


The Shadow of a Great Rock 


By WILLIAM R. LIGHTON 


Crown 8vo0. Frontispiece in three colors. $1.50 


A straightway, spirited story of love and adventure in the days 
of the winning of the West—the days when the trail was the 
only road. In spite of the variety of incident and adventure, the 
novel is far from being of the “shilling-shocker” breed. The 
sensational element is everywhere subordinated to the serious and 
impassioned love story that is at the heart of the book. 


A Draught of the Blue 


Together with AN ESSENCE OF THE DUSK 
Translated from Original Manuscripts by F. W. BAIN 


Crown 8vo. TJllustrated. $1.50 


“A love song as strong as the Tristam and Yseult lay ; it is 
exquisitely poetic."—V. 2. Sun. 


New York G. P. PUTNAM’S SONS London 








| 
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THE BEST NEW NOVELS 


By the Author of ‘‘ The Saint”’ 


The Sinner 


(PICCOLO MONDO MODERNO) 
By ANTONIO FOGAZZARO. Crown 8v0. $1.50 




















An impassioned love story involving faithful pictures of the life of 
the Italian world of fashion and introducing the character that becomes 
the central figure of “The Saint,” 


PREVIOUSLY ISSUED: 


The Patriot The Saint — 


(Piccolo fondo Antico) (Il Santo) 40th thousand 


‘‘A remarkable story of Italy at the time ‘* An exceptional, remarkable, profoundly 
interesting work. You lay it aside with an 


when Austria still ruled the land, told abiding sense of having read something 
with wonderful vividness. Probably Fo- eminently worth while, something very 
gazzaro’s best story.”—Pittsburg Times. genuine and sincere.” —7he Bookman. 


By the Author of ‘«‘The Man of Property ”’ 


The Country House 


By JOHN GALSWORTHY. Crown 8vo. $1.50 


‘“‘If there is any competition going on for the finest novel of the year, best-drawn 
characters in modern fiction or the coming novelist, my votes unhesitatingly goto 7he 


Country House, to Mr. Barter, to Mrs. Pendyce and to Mr. John Galsworthy.” 
—London Punch, 


PREVIOUSLY ISSUED: 


The [lan of Property 


Crown 8vo. $1.50 


‘‘ A perfectly fascinating and enthralling book.” —London Truth. 





New York G. P. PUTNAM’S SONS ___ bendon 
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The New Joe Lincoln Book 


THE “OLD HOME HOUSE” 


: we, | By JOSEPH C. LINCOLN 
_ et Author of “Mr. Pratt,’ “Cap'n Eri,” 
“Partners of the Tide,” ete. 


The «Old House’? was « Aunt 
Sophrony’s wind  plantation”’ 
turned into a hotel for summer 
boarders by Peter Q. Brown, 
aided by Cap’n Jonadab Wixon 
and Barzilla Wingate. 


Ce ee _.  12mo, Cloth, Illustrated, $1.25 


Frontispiece.—‘* She jibec, oh yes, she jibed.”’ 





FIFTH EDITION 


By JOSEPH C. LINCOLN <x 9 


Author of ‘Cap'n Eri” (in its eighth edition) and ‘‘ Partners ait y 
of the Tide.” ke 





Mr. Pratt, clam-digger, is confronted by two Wall Street men 
and their valet, who wish to lead the ‘‘ natural life.” They hire 
Mr. Pratt to help them do it. 


12mo, Cloth, $1.50 


A BATH IN AN 
ENGLISH TUB 


By CHARLES BATTELL LOOMIS 
‘‘Mr. Loomis knows the English and their 
ways and the pleasure of following him in his 
travels is rich.”—Newark Advertiser. 


12mo, Cloth, Illustrated, 75 Cents 


Joseph C.Lineoln 











READY SOON 


THE ROMANCE OF STEEL 


The Story of a Thousand Millionaires 
By HERBERT N. CASSON 


The first history of our greatest American industry, and the only one which 
describes the whole career of the billion dollar Steel Trust. The story is a 
remarkable blending of romance, history, adventure, finance and human nature. 


Large octavo, profusely illustrated, $2.50 net. Special Edition, Half Leather, $5.00 net 


‘ 


A. S. BARNES & COMPANY :.:. NEW YORK 
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As be 
THE TRAIL 
DIVIDES 


WILL LILLIBRIDGE 








1907 3 NEW FICTION 3 1907 


THE FLYERS. - - - - By GEORGE BARR McCUTCHEON, author of 
** Graustark,’’** Jane Cable,” etc. Illustrations in color 
by Harrison Fisher. 



















t2mo, cloth....... eC eer ee eenivews $1.25 
THE FAR HORIZON. - ~ - By LUCAS MALET, author of “Sir Richard Calmady,” 
etc. 












SR TS Baas chu ncnveesextondeuucneescdanel $1.50 


By WILLIAM TILLINGHAST ELDRIDGE. Cover 
in colors by Harrison Fisher. Illustrations by Martin 
Justice. 


COME iciccaey Kop ccngutdpéanmenndecteseee cas $1.50 


WHERE THE TRAIL DIVIDES. by WILL LILLIBRIDGE, author of “ Ben Blair,” ete. 


Illustrated in colors by The Kinneys. 
IR dd tds cine: csc secpedichsdaaseeret ena $1.50 
THE PENALTY. - - - = By HAROLD BEGBIE, author of “The Story of 


Baden-Powell,’’ ‘* The Handy Man and Other Verses,’’ 
‘** The Fall of the Curtain,” etc, 


I CUM SL a. ies edemebde dw -abeveenken $1.50 














A sequel to ‘‘ Mr. Barnes of New York.’’ By ARCHI- 
BALD CLAVERING GUNTER, author of ‘ Mr. 
Barnes of New York,” *‘ Mr. Potter of Texas.’’ Illustra- 
tions in color by Martin Justice. 


ET GUNN chckeck os castunesdieet wevde vanessa tae $1.50 


By JACQUES FUTRELLE, author of ‘* The Chase of 
the Golden Plate ’”’ Illustrated. 


MR. BARNES, AMERICAN. 










THE THINKING MACHINE. - 







a) erry rrr re rer tere rT yt $1.50 
DAVENANT. - - - =~ = By ALBERT KINROSS. 
SE CNM ibid cece <u case Seeeee ERS eens csen ee oe 





THE GATES OF KAMT mn - By BARONESS ORCZY, author of ‘‘ The Scarlet 
; Pimpernel,’’ *‘ The Emperor’s Candlestick,” etc. Illus- 

trated. 
12mo, cloth cnn eeendse ea ods 600 SOR COC CER Cenereesoeeds $1.50 






Che iR.BARNES £o%, \\ ' DAVENANT 


PENALTY 
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A Corking 
Cow-Boy 
Yarn 


A Dainty 
Love 


Tale 


The 
Essence 


of Fun 


The 
Funny 
Side of 
Sport 


A Glorious 
Record of 


American 


Do andDare 


A Book 
Every 


Patriot 
Should 
Read 
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Here’s Variety—the Spice of Life 


BAR-20 


By Clarence E. Malford 


§{ The story concerns itself mainly with the adventures of PUNCHERS THREE, 
i.e., Hopalong Cassidy, philanthropist, humorist, and first-class, all-around fighting 
man; Buck Peters, slow of speech and nerveless, but quick on the draw and dead 
shot with the Colt; Red Connors, hot-tempered and choleric, but generous and 
open-hearted, enjoying a reputation of never missing with the rifle, when a hit 


could be reasonably expected. 
Pictures by F. E. Schoonover and N. C. Wyeth, Cloth, $1.50 


The Sons of the Seigneur 
By ‘Helen Wallace 


{| The isle of Guernsey is the scene of this strong and exciting romance of Puritan 
and Royalist times. ‘The wooing of a royalist maid, lovely, dainty and bewitching 
is the main motive. It is a regal romance, thrilling in incident, set in picturesque 
days. Frontispiece in Color by C. D. Williams. Cloth, $1.50 


The Shame of the Colleges 


By Wallace Irwin 


§ A rare book of humor, by one of the cleverest fun makers of to-day. The leading 
colleges, Harvard, Yale, Princeton, etc., are put on the rack and “exposed” thor- 
oughly a la modern muck-raking methods. The result is an extremely funny 
book. Illustrated on every page by M. L. Blumenthal. Cloth, $1.25 


The Sportsman’s Primer 
By Norman H. Crowell 


{ Humorous burlesques of the different branches of sport, showing the comic side 

of Golf, Fishing, Shooting, Automobiling, etc. The book is illustrated by some 

very funny drawings, and will appeal to every one who likes pure unadulterated fun. 
Illustrated Cloth, $1.25 


The Long Labrador Trail 


By Dillon Wallace 


{ The author of THE LURE OF THE LABRADOR WILD tells in his new 
book the story of his return to Labrador to take up again the work of exploring 
the interior of that country first attempted by him and Leonidas Hubbard in 1903. 
This time the expedition was successful, and he penetrated far into the interior. 
The ‘‘story’”’ is full of information concerning interior Labrador. 

Profusely Illustrated. Cloth, Net, $1.50 


The Greater America 
By Ralph D. Paine 


Author of ““‘The Praying Skipper,’”’ “The Story of Martin Coe,”’ etc., etc. 
§ A patriotic “Our Country” book telling of this country’s —. and why it 
is great, of interesting people, the things they are doing, of the vast resources and 


wonderful industries of this marvelous land of ours. A sure cure for pessimism. 
Contains more than forty Illustrations from photographs by the Author. Net, $1.50 


The Outing Publishing Company, **'new You 
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READY FUNE sst 


The 
Midnight Guest 


A Detective Story 


By FRED M. WHITE 


Author of “The Crimson Blind,’ Etc. 





Of the three really great 
writers of detective stories, 
White is the youngest and 
probably the most original. 
We doubt if there has 
ever been a better straight- 
away detective story than 


THE MIDNIGHT GUEST. 


Cloth, Illustrated, $1.50 











T. J. McBRIDE & SON, Publishers 


NEW YORK 
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Worth-While Summer Books | 
RUNNING WATER 


A Strong Love Story An Idyl of the Alps 
By A. E. W. Mason 


Author of ‘*The Four Feathers’ 








‘*The glimpses into the under-world—the world ‘“*The very glorification of mountain climbing. 
of intrigue and intended crime—have their breath- | ... It possesses that somewhat rare quality, ori- 
less moments, and the story moves convincingly.” ginality, and, besides, it is splendidly written.” 

— Detroit Free Press. | —Cleveland Plaindealer. 


Kilustrated by H. 8S. Potter. $1.50 





By the author of ‘‘Pigs is Pigs’’ For every thinking man and woman 


The Confessions The Training of 
of a Daddy the Human Plant 


By Ellis Parker Butler By Luther Burbank 
A father’s account of a little daughter’s coming A strong, sane, intensely interesting, and illumin- 
into a childless home. A book of much humors,some | ating discussion of ideal children, their needs, their 
pathos, and lots of human nature. rights, and the potentialities of their development. 
Illustrations by Fanny Y. Cory With Frontispiece Portrait 
75 cents 60 cents net Postage, 5 cents 





PARTNERS of PROVIDENCE 


The New Novel of Life on the Mississippi 
By Charles D. Stewart 
Author of ‘*The Fugitive Blacksmith ”’ 
A NEW BOY IN LITERATURE 


‘*One of the best—closely allied to Tom Sawyer, Huckleberry Finn and Tom Bailey.” 
—Sylvester Baxter ina letter to the publisher. 


The Boston Transcript calls Sam Daly ‘‘the The New York Nazzox says of ‘** Partners of Prov- 
‘realest’ boy that has appeared IN A GENERA- | idence’’ ‘there is not a false note, a sentence out of 
TION. ... The only way the delightful quality of | key... Where Mark Twain dropped the chronicle of 
the story can be appreciated is by reading it.” Western steamboat life Mr. Stewart has taken it up.”’ 

The New York Times calls ‘‘ Partners of Providence” $1.50 


‘Refreshing and delightful beyond adequate expression in critical prose.” 


JERRY JUN IOR Everybody is Reading 
A Very Jolly Love Story of Ameri- THE LAD Y 


cans in Italy 








OF THE 
Author of “* When Patty Went to College”? DECORA TION 


Hllustrated by ORSON LOWELL Twelfth Printing 
$1.50 


By Jean Webster 





THE CENTURY CO. Union Square New York 
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Summer Reading 


RALPH CONNOR'S “RECORD BREAKER” 


THE DOCTOR 


200,000 SOLD—STILL AMONG THE “SIX BEST SELLERS” 


‘‘ For the particular kind of twist Ralph Connor gives to life nothing could be better than ‘Tue Doctor.’ Had he 
never written a book before it would create a sensation just as surely as ‘ The Sky Pilot’ did.”" Cloth, $1.50 


OVER A MILLION AND A HALF OF RALPH CONNOR'S BOOKS SOLD 
THE PROSPECTOR, 145th 1000—THE MAN FROM GLENGARRY, 210th 1000—BLACK ROCK, 550th 1000— 
THE SKY PILOT, 310th 1000—GLENGARRY SCHOOL DAYS, 76th 1000 


























By NORMAN DUNCAN—(.Sewenth Edition in Press) 


Dr. Luke of the Labrador 


“It is a new force in the literature of wild life and opensea. His characters are as true as the rocks they 
walk on and the ships they sail."—W. V. Evening Sun. Cloth, $1.50 


By WILFRED CAMPBELL FRANKLIN W. CALKINS 


Ian of the Orcades The Wooing 


The story centers around Girnigoe Castle on the North Sea coast 
of Scotland, in the troublous days of King Robert the Third. of Takola 
Illustrated. Cloth, $1.50 


By ROBERT E. KNOWLES Mr. Calkins has lived with the 


Indians as a friend and as one of 


The Undertow them, and writes hoping that he may 


A Tale of Both Sides of the Sea. By the author of ‘St. Cuthbert’s.”’ show what the wild life of the plains 

“What ‘ St. Cuthbert’s’ promised is given in ‘ The Undertow.’ and mountains really is. Those who 

It is a mature novel with ample plot, rapidity in change of scene, know best say his interpretation of 

and well developed characterizations. One feels that this isan Indian life and character is flawless. 
author with a gri ife.” — r 

grip on life.’—Aook News. Cloth, $1.50 


Cloth, $1.50 





By PROF. EDWARD A. STEINER—(7/ird Edition) 


On the Trail of the Immigrant 


‘Among all the books, serious and light, that have been written on the subject of immigration, there is none 
‘iat can compare for intimate personal knowledge of all sorts and conditions of immigrants, and all features and 
phases of immigration, with this.’—Chicago Recora-Herald. MMustraied. Cloth, $1.50 net 








By DILLON WALLACE - (Sixth Edition) 


The Lure of the Labrador Wild 


The Story of the Exploring Expedition conducted by Leonidas Hubbard, Jr. 


‘et ‘ 
One of the most graphic and moving stories of adventure that we have ever read. Here isa record that holds 
7 a as fiction never would, of suffering faced and heroism shown, for an ideal that failed, by men who did not fail 
Ca ‘ ” » * = ‘. 
ch other."—N. F. Evening Sun. Dustrated, $1.50 net. 


FLEMING H. REVELL COMPANY, Publishers 
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NOVELS for SUMMER READING 
THE MYSTICS 4 


By Katherine Cecil Thurston 


Author of “The Masquerader” 


[No. 1843] May 25, 19 

















This new novel discloses a strange and almost 

medieval situation in the heart of London to-day. 

Scene follows scene with the same persistent 

excitement which marked The Masquerader. 
Illustrated. Price, $1.25 


THE INVADER 


By Margaret L. Woods 


The astonishing story of a woman with a dual personality—two 
women in one. It has been declared ‘‘ the strangest story ever 


written.” Price, $1.50 From “Tur Mystics” ‘ 
THROUGH THE EYE OF TO THE CREDIT 
THE NEEDLE OF THE SEA 
By W. D. Howells By Lawrence Mott 
A charming love-story, showing how a kind of A book full of the sweep and savor of the sea, 


what might be called socialism really works. 
Price, $1.50 


startlingly real in its dramatic scenes. 
Illustrated. Price, $1.50 


THE CRUISE OF THE 
“SHINING LIGHT” 


Author of 
By Norman Duncan “Dr. Luke of the Labrador” 


‘‘Nicholas Top is a character that Dickens and Stevenson might 
have envied. He will take his place as one of the most likable 
‘damned rascals’ in modern fiction.”—W. Y. Globe. 


‘‘Those who are looking for novelty need look no further 
than Zhe Cruise of the ‘Shining Light. One of the most 
thoroughly original romances. Both thrilling and 
satisfactory.”-- Chicago Record- Herald. 


NEEDLES AND PINS BUD 


By Justin Huntly McCarthy By Neil Munro 
‘4 Francois Villon, the leading character of The artless, artful and joyous ad- 
‘lf | Were King” is again the hero 
in a story of romance, chivalry, 
and combat. 
Price, $1.50 











ventures of a little Chicago girl in a 
Scotch village. 
Price, $1.50 


HARPER & BROTHERS, PuBtisHEers, NEW YORK 
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By the author of JOSEPH VANCE 


ALICE-FOR-SHORT 


By William De Morgan. 12mo, 575 pp., $1.75 
READY TODAY 


How many authors have received on their first book such notices as 
these of “ Joseph Vance ?” 


New York Tribune: ‘*No better story in the fiction of ourtime. . . . A perfect 
plece of writing. Willlive. .. .’ 


New York Times’ Review: “Even ‘The Divine Fire,’ the book of recent years 
which comes nearest to the mark, must yield to this. 


Independent : 6 4f the reader likes both ‘ David Copperfield,’ and ‘jPeter Ibbetsen,’ 
he can find the two books in this one.” 


World's Work: 6*No novel since Thackeray’s own will give you so much honest 
comfort and delight. ? 


The new novel has all the humor and literary charm of the earlier book 
with an absorbing plot and a good love story. It is a singularly human narra- 
tive of English life, reviving the best traditions of the Victorian era in its method 
and flavor, yet a story of recent years. 

Early in the story a little London waif tells a friendly artist that she is 
called “ Alice-for-short” Alice comes to know this artist’s friends and his 
family. Their fortunes form the theme of this noteworthy and remarkable book. 

The fourth edition of “Joseph Vance” is in press ; the book will be made 
uniform with “ Alice-for-short,” and when ready its price will also be increased 
to $1.75. 


THE REASON FOR THE PRICE 


The list price of “ Alice-for-short ” will be $1.75 instead of the usual 
$1.50. This new novel, like “Joseph Vance,” contains some 280,000 
words, and this fact at the present high prices of labor and materials, 
justifies the increased price. 


Another strong reason for the departure is the hope that it may be a 
step toward a closer relation between value and price in fiction. In this 
Particular instance, the verdict of the press, and the steadily increasing 
sales of “ Joseph Vance” seem to place the work in a different class from 
the ordinary run of novels. 

The large advance orders, at the price, for “ Alice-for-short ” show 
that the trade generally endorses the policy indicated. 


G2 HENRY HOLT AND COMPANY fi 
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THE KINGMAKERS |= 


By ARMIGER BARCLAY 


I2mo, Cloth : lustrated : $1.50 


] N “ The Kingmakers’’ Mr. Armiger Barclay has written a very charm- 

ing novel of a type which has steadily increased in popularity since 
Anthony Hope took the reading world by storm with “ The Prisoner of 
Zenda.” The rightful heir to the throne of a small principality succeeds 
to his crown after a revolution, the inception and consummation of which 
is skilfully and convincingly handled by the author. Meanwhile he has 
fallen in love with a winsome English girl, the daughter of an eminent 
British diplomat; and the voluntary renunciation made by the lovers, 
which involves that of another pair also, is a very powerful piece of 
writing. ‘But all ends happily, and the betrothal scene (a hint of which it 
would be unfair to the author to divulge) will undoubtedly be hailed as 
one of the most exquisite which has graced modern fiction. 


QUIPS AND QUIDDITS 


By JOHN B. TABB 
I2mo, Cloth, 125 pp., Profusely Illustrated, $1.00 net 


BOOK of humorous verse and quaint sayings in rhyme, with fifty 
comical illustrations by Copeland. 





Intimations of} The Way of 
Immortality| Childhood 


COMPILED BY 
HELEN P, PAT TEN EMILY N. MAYNADIER 


I2mo : Pp. 280 : $1.50 Net | 3°4x7'4 ins. Paper Bds., 75c. net 


ECORDS the sayings of all COLLECTION of poems 

. classes of people from the A about children compiled for 
beginnings of history to the present | those who have felt the tender long- 
day in regard to probabilities of a | ings for the affections of little chil- 
future life; arranged under the | dren. There is a marked absence 


headings,— of hackneyed material, and many of 
I. The Testimony of the An- | the verses will be entirely new to 
cients the reader. 
II. The Bibles of Humanity A beautiful example of excellence 
III. rae eeooulanane of Philoso- | in book making. Uniform with 
y 
IV. The Voice of the Church The Lovers Rubaiyat and 
V. The Vision of the Poet The House of a Hundred Lights 


SMALL, MAYNARD @ COMPANY, Boston 
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MOFFAT, YARD 


wij For Oummer Reading “<'suaam 


THE STOLEN THRONE 


By HERBERT KAUFMAN 
and MAY ISABEL FISK 


‘‘WILL MAKE THE MOST SEASONED NOVEL 
READER SIT UP AND TAKE NOTICE.” 
— New York Herald. 
‘Delight begins with the first chapter and there is 
no intermission as the narrative progresses rapidly.”’ 
—Philadelphia Press. 





‘*4 glowing narrative of adventure, well sustained 
in theme and reasonable and romantic in action.’’— 
Philadelphia Record. 


“Merits the highest praise.”— Cleve/and Plain 
Dealer. 


“The plot is intricate and well worked out. The 
story is full of life and rapid in action.” —Pitishurg 
Dispatch. 


‘Plenty of exciting situations. The action is good 
and never flags.”’"— Colorado Springs Gazette. 


With Frontispiece in colors by Howard 
Chandler Christy, and [Illustrations by 
Herman Rountree. $1.50. 


CONFLICT By Constance Smedley 


‘A very well told and charming story.’"—Sa/t Lake City Tribune. 


‘ The author has handled the old question of the eternal war of the sexes in such a clever, tactful and 
altogether interesting manner as to sugarcoat the purpose and leave the impression that it is ‘the story that 
is the thing.’””—New Vork Globe. 


THIS IMPORTANT AND ABSORBING STORY OF THE MODERN WOMAN IN BUSINESS IS SLOWLY 
AND SURELY WINNING ITS WAY INTO THE LARGER FAVOR. 


12mo. $1.50. 


THE EVENTS MAN “‘xcwsrarce”" 
The New Book by RICHARD BARRY 


NO BOOK BY MR, BARRY HAS CREATED SO DEEP AN IMPRESSION AS THIS. 


fod “Tt is one of the most graphic narratives of utterly reckless daring, of nerve shattering adventure and 
€sperate courage, all in pursuit of news gathering, that has ever been recorded.’’—Brookiyn Eagle. 


Illustrated. 12mo. $1.25 net. (Postage 12 cents.) 


“THEEVENTOF WJINJIEVEH and Other Poems 


T'HE 
CENTURY By GEORGE SYLVESTER VIERECK 


T . 
IN AMERICAN ‘For originality of conception and artistic distinction the work of George 
Sylvester Viereck deserves special attention. Ke Remarkable for melody, 
imagery, eloquence and paganistic spirit.""— New ] ork Evening Fost. 


12mo. $1.20 net. (Postage 10 cents.) 


MOFFAT, YARD & COMPANY, NEW YORK 
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The New Macmillan t 


JOHN 
OXEN- 
HAM 


By 
WM. Ss. 
DAVIS 


By 
JACK 
LONDON 


By 
ISRAEL 
ZANG- 
WILL 


By 
ARTHUR 
HEMING 


By MRS. 
MARION 
FOSTER 
WASH- 
BURNE 


Published 


fed THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 


Each, Cloth, Decorated Covers, $1.50 


The Long Road 


‘* Without doubt, the most effective novel of the season is that by John 
Oxenham, entitled The Long Road. In plot we can recall nothing sim- 
ilar. . . . Its characters are winsomely attractive, and drawn with great 
dramatic power. The touches of pathos here and there, not forced but 
suggested, and the most idyllic of love stories, make the book a masterpiece 
of its kind.” —The Westminster. 


A Victor of Salamis 


A living tale in a setting of brilliant beauty. The New York Tribune 
calls it ‘‘a really moving narrative, with figures of flesh and blood in it 
and a broad vitality that touches the reader’s imagination. The thing is 
astonishingly human.’’ 


Before Adam 


‘‘A remarkable piece of imaginative work, ably done and curiously 
fascinating,’’ says The Outlook. 


Lllustrated in colors. 


‘*The story moves with a wonderful sequence of interesting and wholly 
credible events. From an artistic standpoint the book is an un- 
doubted success. And it 1s no less a success from the standpoint of the 
reader who seeks to be entertained.”"-—7he Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


Ghetto Comedies 


By the author of ‘Children of the Ghetto.” 


‘‘Aside from the author’s graphic, sparkling and original style 
these tales are endowed with qualities of genuine pathos, abundant humor, 
dramatic power, and a large and generous measure of human sympathy. 
It is the pathos of the people without a country, after all, that con- 
veys through Zangwill’s finely wrought sentences the indefinable sense of 
bitterness, stolid endurance and passionate yearning that infuse his fiction 
with a subtle and illusive charm.’’— North American. 


Spirit Lake 


Those who have followed the work of illustrators must remember a 
series of vigorous drawings which accompanied some of Mr. Fraser’s animal 
stories a few years ago. Since then Mr. Heming has been again in the 
Canadian northwest, working not merely on drawings but on the story 
which is the bone and sinew under their striking interest and originality. 

Just Ready. 


Illustrated by the Author. 


Family Secrets 


A gossipy, entertaining story of an experiment in changing surroundings 
to fit a lowered income, instead of straining the income to keep up with 
one’s social circle. There is in it a contagious sense of humor which makes 
for tolerance of the inevitable imperfections of this world, while at the same 
time there is no lack of sensible helpful suggestions for the minimizing of 
them, 


Cloth, 12mo, $1.25 


64-66 sth Ave, 
New York 
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From ‘‘Farm Management.”’ 


A COMMERCIAL APPLE 





Copyright, 1907, by Doubleday, Page & Co 


ORCHARD IN NEBRASKA, 


OUT-DOOR LIFE. 


” W INTER and rough weather” past, warm 
sunshine and blue skies replacing the 

dull grays 
of the heav- 
ens and the 
earth, and 
brilliant 
flower - beds 
carpeting the 
soft green 
lawns like 
Oriental 
rugs, the 
thoughts of 
YOUNG CARDINALS, the summer 

idler natur- 

ally turn to the outdoor life. Visions of shady 
v.oods canopying narrow winding paths that 
carry the investigator far afield to still more 
enchanting pictures of the beautiful summer 
time, stir his bohemian nature deeply, filling 
mind and heart with ideal aspiration and love 
for every living thing, animate and inanimate. 
The holiday time need not be all idling ; if some 
study of Nature’s wonders is combined with 
its walks and drives and much resting “under 
the greenwood tree,” it will be found doubly 
entertaining. The numerous spring publica- 
tions offer fresh, stimulating mental food to 





From “What I Have Done With Birds.” Copy- 
right, 1907, by The Bobbs-Merrill Company. 





all who desire to pursue any of the new lines 
of Nature study now so popular. 

The charm of the birds is never failing, and 
almost-any part of our own country is rich 
in material for certain investigations the books 
siggest. Two experts have written of “The 
Bird” itself, that is, its ancestors, framework, 
nutrition, hreath, nerves, eggs, etc., and of a 
rare species of birds, “The Warblers of 
North America,” which make an excellent 
basis for the novice, they are so explicit and 
attractive in text and illustrations taken from 
life. C. W. Beebe, the author of “The Bird,” 
is the curator of birds in the New York 
Zoological Park, and Frank Michler Chap- 
iman, the author of the second book, is the 
associate curator of ornithology in the Amer- 
ican Museum of Natural History, their posi- 
tions vouching for the accuracy of their de- 
scriptions. “The Warblers” of which Mr. 
Chapman writes are, he tells us, “our most 
beautiful, most abundant and least known 
birds.” Their small size, rapid journeys, lovely 
song and plumage make them exceptionally 
interesting subjects. “What I Have Done 
with Birds,” by Gene Stratton-Porter,” re- 
veals the ingenious methods of a true bird 
iover and trainer, with numerous illustrations 
in color of the many native American birds 
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From ‘‘On the Great American Plateau.”’ 


A TRAIL ALONG 


she induced through friendly advances to pose 
for her. Do vou know the Every Child 
Should Know Series? This year’s addition to 
it is Neltje Blanchan’s “Birds That Every 
Child Should Know.” It describes over 
eighty varieties of birds found in the eastern 
part of the United States, the illustrations 
being taken frem life. Amusement and. in- 
struction are placed not only before the young 
reader, but betore the beginner of any age, in 
simple, attractive style. Relating to the song- 
sters of Great Britain, but in condensed pop- 
ular form, are “Bird Life in Wild Wales,” by 
J. A. Walpole Bond; “British Bird Life,” by 
W. Percival Westeli, and “In Bird-Land with 
Fieldglass and Camera,” by Oliver G. Park. 
“Tenants of the Trees” brings us back to 
our own country and to a much-admired 
writer. Clarence Hawkes in this work deals 
more particularly with birds and with the 
smaller woodland animals, and there is also 
nuch charming and vital description of still 
life. “Outdoors,” a book of the woods, fields 
and marsh-land, with many chapters on birds, 
is delightful reading, not only for the student 
and literary mam or woman, but for the 
sportsman. The author is Ernest McGaffey, 
his papers revealing a love of nature and a 
power of description rarely surpassed. Thirty- 
six papers on varied subjects make up C. f. 
Cornish’s “Animal Artisans.” Valuable in 
formation relating to the habits and activities 
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A DEEP ARROYO. 


of animals and birds is embraced in the work, 
gathered from the author’s own experience 
“Half Hours with Fishes, Reptiles, and 
Birds” is one of Charles F. Holder’s delightfu! 
little books for young or old. 

Popular studies of the so-called dumb 
mals occupy unusual space in nature liter 
ature this season. Even the little ants, bees, 
wasps and other insects have had the search 
light of observation turned on them, revealing 
their innermost secrets by a nature-lover and 
a scientist. This record of fascinating facts 
is called “Nature’s Craftsmen” and comes 
from Henry Christopher McCook, former 
president of the American Entomological So- 
ciety. “The Spider, and Other Tales,” trars- 
lated from the Danish by Carl Ewald, shows 
a poetic fancy and gay humor in its little 
heroes and heroines—spiders, bees, caterpil- 
lars, etc. “Haunters of the Silences,” Charles 
G. D. Roberts’s new collection of anima! 
stories, represents the strongest and best work 
he has so far done. Animals rarely met with 
in books, whose lives are spent “in the si- 
lences,” where they are supreme rulers, aré 
his subjects. More strange stories illustrating 
the ways and means employed by the wilc 
creatures in their struggle for existence aré 
offered in Ernest Ingersoll’s “The Wit of the 
Wild.” “Grasshopper Land” is a most enter- 
taining example of Margaret W. Morley’s 
best style. It is both instructive and amusing 
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‘ includes everything that can be told about 

crasshopper. 
Hunting and camping have a fascination 
‘or old and young. The many holidays taken 

this way have been productive of number- 
books of adventure and useful informa- 
tion. “Camp-fires in the Canadian Rockies” 
‘; a record of a novel expedition after a 
mountain goat with the object of learning at 
frst hand something of the strange person- 
ality of that remarkable animal. The attempts 
by Mr. Phillips, a famous mountain climber 
and camera expert, to photograph the live 
mountain goat resulted in many thrilling epi- 
sodes. He accompanied William Temple 
Hornaday, the author, who is director of the 
New York Zoological Park. Under what 
conditicns Dillon Wallace, the author of “The 
Lure of the Wild,” returned to Labrador for 
further explorations and what new territory 
he visited is described in “The Long Labrador 
Trail.” A picturesque account, based upon 
long acquaintance with and a careful study of 
the great highland country in the southwestern 
United States, is found in Prudden’s “On the 
Great American Plateau.” Horace Kep- 
hart’s “Book of Camping and Woodcraft” is 
a guidebook for those who travel in the wil- 
derness, and is rich in suggestions on a 
sportsman’s outfit, making camps, dressing 
and keeping game and fish, camp cookery 
and many other things the camper finds it 
convenient to know. Harper’s “Out-Door 





From “The Long Labrador Trail,” 
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OUR LONELY PERILOUS JOURNEY TOWARD THE DISMAL WASTES... 


Book for Boys” is also a practical volume with 
clear directions, good for the “old” boys like- 
wise in camp-life, trapping, fishing, boating, 
and all outdoor sports. A plea for the use of 
the camera rather than the rifle in quest of 
big game is made in “Hunting Big Game 
with Gun and with Kodak,” by William S. 
Thomas through his persona! experiences in 
the United States, Canada and Mexico. A 
President and an ex-President have made 
books of their sporting adventures. Theodore 
Roosevelt’s “Good Hunting in Pursuit of Big 
Game in the West” is chiefly designed for the 
pleasures of the young reader. Grover Cleve- 
land’s “Fishing and Shooting Sketches” are 
the enthusiastic outpourings of a man who 
has had a thoroughly good time. 

The garden books this year are of so prac- 
tical a nature that they appeal more to the 
worker than to the reader. “The Garden and 
Tis Accessories,” from Loring Underwood, 
represents an author of wide experience as a 
landscape architect in gardening. “Four Sea- 
sons in the Garden” is a volume for the home- 
maker by the foremost amateur gardener of 
the United States, Eben FE. Rexford. It 
treats of all phases of the subject, from the 
simple bed or two along the fence, in a city 
backyard, to the most ambitious garden the 
happy suburbanite or ccuntry dweller can 
manage without the services of a professional, 
“How Ferns Grow,” by Margaret Slosson, 


speaks for itself. Edith Dunham’s “Fifty 
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From ‘*‘ What I Have Done With Birds.’’ 
The Bobbs-Merrill Company. 
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YOUNG KINGFISHERS AT ENTRANCE TO NEST. 


Flower Friends” describes and illustrates for 
boys and girls as many simple flowers. 
“Mountain Wild Flowers of America,” by 
Julia W. Henshaw, is most artistic as “The 
Book of the Winter Garden,” by D. S. Fish, 
is most useful. “The Wild Flower Book for 
Young People” has a charming text beauti- 
fully illustrated. Alice Lounsberry is the 
author. The little girl who is the heroine of 
the story writes out her experiences in the 
woods and meadows through the spring, sum- 
mer and autumn in her own way, no technical 
terms being used. She notices not only the 
flowers, but the birds and insects. “The 
Commuter’s Garden Record,’ by Amy Carol 


From “ Birds Every Child Should Know ” 








YOUNG PHOEBES ON A BRIDGE TRESTLE, 





































Rand, is an excellent aid for the ainateu: 
the professional in preserving informatio 

“Three Acres and Liberty,” by Bolton | 
and R. F. Powell, is a delightfully suggest 
and promising title. The work most satisfa 
torily shows how one may live out of 
maddening turmoil of city life and rai 
enough fruits, flowers or vegetables on thr: 
acres, if methods of cultivation are carefull; 
studied, to gain a living. The authors ar 
both practical men, and know of what they 
write. “Walking a Fine Art,” by Edward | 
Bigelow, and Arthur Stanwood Pier’s “Th: 
Young in Heart” should not go unnoted in 
paper on outdoor life. 

The aid of the scientist recently applied to 
domestic horticulture has made an art of the 
raising of vegetables. Complete directions 
for growing all vegetables that may be culti 
vated in the climate of the northern United 
States are contained in Allen French’s “Book 
of Vegetables and Garden Herbs.” Then 
there are R. L. Castle’s “The Book of Market 
Gardening,” and Wythes and Roberts’s “The 
Book of Rarer Vegetables,” strongly called to 
the notice of the vegetable gardener. 
Fletcher’s “Soils, How to Handle and Im- 
prove Them,” Wilcox’s “Farm Animals,” and 
C. S. Plumb’s “Types and Breeds of Farm 
Animals,” the latter an issue of the Country 
Life Education Series, are all up-to-date 
works that the up-to-date farmer cannot af- 
ford to ignore. In the Farm Library there is 
“Farm Management,” by Fred W. Card, which 
includes business accounts, suggestions for 
watching the markets, time to market various 
products and so on. Both the author of this 
and the preceding book are professors, one 
(Mr. Card,) of agriculture in the Rhode 
Island College of Agriculture and Mechanic 
Arts, the cther, (Mr. Plumb,) of animal hus- 
bandry in the College of Agriculture of the 
Ohio State University. 
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From ‘*The Brass Bowl.” 
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HE SAW HER BEFORE HIM, DAINTY, ALLURING. 


SOME RECENT NOVELS. 


FfOR the “dark and dreary days” that must 
come in the most promising summer there 
is nothing so comforting, so sure a time killer, 
a good novel. The present season has 
been marked by a prodigality of fiction litera- 
ture and of a very readable quality. Indeed, 
© many novels have been published that it is 
citicult to know just which ones to call atten- 
2 to and not seem to show partiality. 
nere something is wanted not included in 
r present selection we refer our readers to 
Tull list of “New Novels and Short 
ries,” farther on. 
- Story that has captured readers and 
‘Ics recently is “The Lonely Lady of Gros- 
nor Square,” by Mrs. Henry De la Pasture. 
'¢ simplicity of its style, and its innocent, 
vorldly little heroine are its strongest at- 
cee The author makes an unusual point 
h her hero. He is away fighting in the 





South African war, and never appears in per- 
son upon the scene, but does not fail to in- 
spire keen interest all through the book. 
Equally high in popular estimation stands 
“The Traveller’s Joy,” by Ernest Frederic 
Pierce, a charming love story, set in joyous 
scenes of outdoor life, with a bright, happy 
girl as leading lady. “Running Water” is the 
latest novel of the author of “The Four 
Feathers.” If it fails to show the finish and 
fine construction of that marvellous story, it 
is nevertheless one of the most important 
novels of the season. The fascination of Al- 
pine climbing is so sympathetically portrayed 
that one cannot but feel the author writes 
from his own experience. A somewhat in 
volved love story shifts from Switzerland to 
England. The author, Alfred E. Woodley 
Mason, depicts in his heroine, a lovely, self- 
sacrificing young woman. A little gem of a 
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litttle story is “Dimbie and I 
Amelia,” by Mabel Barnes-Gr: 
“Sir Elyot of the Woods,” 
Emma Brooke, who will be rec 
by many as the author of 
Superfluous Woman,” has to 
with many other things, witl 
intense love the woods inspir 
many natures. “The Sowing 
Alderson Cree” is a story ot 
venge, carried out by the se 
generation, written by Marg 
Prescott Montague, its scene bei 
in West Virginia. Chivalry of 
good old days is the subject 
John Reed Scott’s “Beatrix 
Clare,” with Richard 1., England 
wicked Duke of Gloucester, por- 
trayed in colors Shakespeare kn: 
not of. History and romance 
here skilfully interwoven. 

Pure adventure and the popu: 
detective business are the rais 
d'etre of a number of readable 
novels. “The Rome Express,” by 
Arthur Griffiths, quite comes up 
the author’s previous hook, “The 
Passenger. ffom Calais,” in thrilling 
interest. “The Thinking Machine,” 
by Jacques Futrelle, illustrates tl 
value of science and logic in dis 


” 


THE COUNTESS RAISED HER HAND AND POINTED AT HIM. covering crime and solving mys 


sketch comes from. Mrs. Edith Wharton, the 
famous author of “The House of Mirth.” It 
bears the title of “Madame de Treymes,” and 
has to do with an international marriage, and 
the difficulties an American woman married 
to a worthless Frenchman encounters in 
France in trying to obtain a divorce. The 
author of “Richard Calmady” follows that 
success with “The Far Horizon,” a story that 
has its scene in London at the time of the 
South African war. Mrs. Mary Kingsley 
Harrison, better known to the genera! public 
probably by her pen-name of “Lucas Malet,” 
has done nothing better than “The Far Hori- 
zon.” While its unsensational plot may make 
it “caviare to the general,” its refined style 
and freshness of subject rank it as one of the 
novels that will be remembered long after the 
present season. “The Windfall” is Charles 
Egbert Craddock’s (Miss Mary Murfree) 
latest work. Against a background of the 
‘Great Smoky Mountains a singular series of 
adveniures is evolved through a group of 
mountaineers and moonshiners and the man- 
ager of a travelling “show.” A tender, dainty 


teries. “The Malefactor,” by ka- 
ward Phillips Oppenheim, revels in myster) 
and exciting scenes. “The Brass Bowl,” }; 
Louis Joseph Vance, is a conspicuous ex 
ample of the genuine “thriller,” being an un 
usually involved detective story, brought 
an unexpected ending. <A baffling niys 
tery is the central motive of the following 
books, worked to a satisfactory ending through 
many ingeniously clever episodes. “The Port 
of Missing Men,” by Meredith Nicholson, the 
author of “The House of a Thousand Can- 
dles,” is more than usually interesting. The 
narrative never falters, holding the reader by 
its intensity to the last page; Louis Tracy * 
“The Captain of the Kansas” plays almost ¢! 
tirely on board a vessel bound from Val- 
paraiso to London; “The Privateers,” by 1 
Marriott Watson, has in its leading characte! 
two unscrupulous American stock brokers, 
who aim to obtain possession of a beautitu! 
English girl, who, unknown to herself, is the 
heiress to a controlling interest in an Amer! 
can railroad; a double elopement under um 
usual and amusing conditions is the subjec 
of “The Flyers,” by George Barr McCutch 
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eon: “The Range Dwellers,” by B. M. Bower; 
“The Tysons,” by May Sinclair; “The Dia- 
mond Ship,” by Max Pemberton; and “The 
Dust of Conflict,” by Harold Bindloss, all 
revolve around well-conceived plots, calcu- 
lated to hold the reader’s curiosity ona strain 
throughout. Full of fun and nonsense and 
merrily played out to the end is Jean Web- 
ster’s. “Jerry Junior.” “Gelett Burgess’s 
“White Cat,” a story of a woman of a dual 
personality, suggests in its denouement a 
huge joke, being nevertheless extremely good 
fooling. Along with the two latter stories 
also to be mentioned is “The Siamese Cat,” a 
rattling adventure story by Henry Miuiner 
Rideout, with a most suggestive humorous 
vein, 

“The Ferry of Fate,” a tale of Russian 
Jewry by Samuel Gordon, was apparently 
suggested by recent events in Russia... Other 
stories of Russia are “The Long Road,” by 
John. Oxenham, an English writer, who 
weaves a touching and poetical narrative out of 
dramatic and exceptional incidents in the lives 
of a group of political exiles, who tramp “the 
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1603 
long road” from. Kazan in Russia to Irkutsk 
in Siberia. “Mother” is the recent Russian 
revolution in novel form from Maxim Gérky, 
the leading motive being a mother’s beautiful 
influence. One of the great writers of the 
modern Dutch school, Frederick Van Eeden, 
produced “The Quest,” which is said to be 
“a mingling of a novel, an epic and a fairy 
tale.” Israel Zangwill evinces all his well- 
known literary and imaginative qualities in 
his new collection of stories, “Ghetto Com- 
edies,” a companion volume to his “Ghetto 
Tragedies.” 

Every one will want to read Mr. and Mrs. 
Thurston’s contributions to the season’s liter- 
ature. “The Mystics” is one of Katherine 
Cecil Thurston’s earlier stories in a different 
vein from anything of hers we are familiar 
with. Ernest Temple Thurston’s “Katherine” 
is a novel of English life on tamer line than 
“Traffic,” but very attractive. Our New Eng- 
land favorite, Mrs. Mary Eleanor Wilkins 
Freeman, sent out “By the Light of the 
Soul,” a novel that was one of the “best 
sellers” of the season. A forceful, picturesque 





From ‘*The Second Generation.”’ 
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“| pON’T BOTHER MUCH ABOUT PEOPLE I DON’T SEE.’” 
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story of Dartmoor is offered in “The Whirl- 
wind,” by Eden Phillpotts. A story of the 
footlights—‘Felicity,” by Clara Elizabeth 
Laughlin—has found many readers, it 1s 
so true to nature as seen behind the curtain. 
Domestic infelicity through incompatibility 
of temperaments is depicted by Reginald Far- 
rer in “The Sundered Streams.” The head of 
a great coal monopoly, a man of many mil- 
lions, is the chief figure in Basil King’s “The 
Giant’s Strength.” His daughter’s love brings 
to him a realization of the world’s unflattering 
opinion of his methods of acquiring wealth. 
His “giant’s strength” is displayed in his frank 
restitution. Norman Duncan wrote “The 
Cruise of the Shining Light;’ a story of the 
northern coast. “A Sovereign Remedy” for 
all ills, so the world believes, is money, as the 
avthor of the novel so named, Mrs. Flora 
Annie Steel, indicates. Arthur Hornblow, 
who novelized Charles Klein’s play of “The 
Lion and the Mouse,” is now the author of a 
novel entirely his own, “The End of the 
Game.” The Salem witchcraft delusion forms 
the basis of “Dulcibel,’” a novel by Henry 
Peterson. Life in one of the large American 
universities is studied in Anna Chapin Ray’s 
“Ackroyd of the Faculty.” “John Glynn” is 
a novel of social work, by Arthur Paterson. 
“The Ministry of David Baldwin” relates the 
experience of a young minister called to an 
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ultra-conservative pulpit in the West. I: 
from the nen of the Rev. H. T. Colestc 
“The Mystery,” by Stewart E. White and 
Hopkins Adams, is a marvellous story of | 
sojourn of a number of men on a mysterio 
volcanic island and the weird happening 
David Graham Phillips wrote of “The Seco 
Generation,” and Ellen Olney Kirk of “Ma: 
cia,” a New England girl who becomes a s1 
cessful writer of stories. 

That the old standard novels still find a; 
preciative reading is exemplified by the man 
taking editions of the most popular now 
the market. Everyman’s Library, embracing 
not only fiction, but books in every depart 
nient of literature, has in dainty form set 
or single works of Scott, Cooper, Jan 
Austen, Balzac, Lever, Dickens, and oth 
novelists of world-wide renown. In Ne! 
son’s New Century Library, George Eliot's 
works in tweive volumes have just a 
peared in two dainty bindings, one in green 
cloth and the other in green leather limp. AI] 
the volumes of this library are sold singly 01 
in sets. The Oxford University Press have in 
their World’s Classics the very choicest of the 
old novelists’ works, besides 
poems and belles-lettres in charming garb 
The Windflower Series gathers together 
formidable array of old favorites in the way 
of stories, offered at a moderate price. 


volumes of 
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From ** The ‘Old Home House ’”’ 
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“SHE JIBED, OH YES, SHE JIBED.” 


Cape Cod on Ice. 


From Lincoin’s “The ‘Old Home House.’” 
(Barnes.) 


Anp the next morning one of the stewards 
comes up to our room with some coffee and 
grub, end says that Mr. Catesby-Stuart re- 
quested the pleasure of our comp’ny on a 
afore-breakfast ice-boat sail, and would meet 
us at the pier in half an hour. 

Phil and the ice-bcat met us on time. I 

spose it twas style, but, if I hadn’t known I'd 
have swore he’d rvn short of duds and had 
dressed up in the bed-clothes. I felt of his 
coat when he wa’n’t noticing, and if it wa’n’t 
made out of a blanket then I never slept un- 
der one. And it made me think of my grand- 
dad to see what he had on his head—a reg’lar 
nightcap, tassel and all. 
that ice-boat was a bird. I cal’lated to 
kliow a boat when I sighted one, but a fiat- 
iron on skates was something bran-new. I 
didn’t think much of it, and I could see that 
Jcnadab didn’t neither. 
_ But in about three shakes of a lamb’s tail 
was ready to take it all back and say | never 
said it. I done enough praying in the next 
half hour to square up for every Friday night 
meeting [’'d missed sence I was a boy. 

Now, then,” says Phil, “we'll take a little 
aunt tp the river. ’Course this isn’t like one 
of your Cape Cod cats, but still——” 

And then I dug my finger nails into the 
deck and commenced: “Now ] lay me.” Talk 





about going! “Twas “F-s-s-s-t!” and we was 
a mile from home. “Bu-z-z-z!” and we was 
just getting ready to climb a bank; but ’fore 
she nosed the shore Phil would put the helm 
over and we'd whirl round like a windmill, 
with me and Jonadab biting the planking and 
hanging on for dear life, and my heart, that 
had been up in my mouth, knocking the soles 
of my boots off. And Cap’n Catesby-Stuart 
would grin, and drawl: “’Course, this ain’t 
like a Orham cat-boat, but she does fairly 
well—er—fairly. Now, for instance, how 
does this strike you?” 

It struck ts—I don’t think any got away. 
I expected every minute to land in the here- 
after, and it got so that the prospect looked 
kind of inviting, if only to get somewheres 
where ’twas warm. That February wind went 
in at the top of my stiff hat and whizzed out 
through the legs of my thin Sunday pants till 
I felt for all the world like the ventilating 
pipe on an ice-chest. I could see why Phil 
was wearing the bed-clothes;: what I was suf- 
fering for just then was a feather mattress on 
each side of me. 

Well, me and Jonadab was “it” for quite a 
spell. Phil had all the fun, and I guess he 
enjoyed it. If he’d stopped right then, when 
the fishing was good, I cal’late he’d have 
fetched port with a full hold; but no, he had 
to rub it in, so to speak, and that’s where he 
slopped over. You know how ’tis when you're 
eating mince-pie—it’s the “one more slice” 
that fetches the nightmare. Phil stopped to 
get that slice. 
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Battle With the Sioux. 


From Lighton’s “The Shadow of a Great Rock.” 
(Putnam.) 


He had covered the better part of the way, 
and was beginning to blame himself for nurs- 
ing a needless fear, when there arose from off 
to the left a cry, shrill, many-voiced, menac- 
ing. Along the sky-iine of the bluffs horse- 
men were massed, a hundred strong, in quick, 
excited motion, and as Mark looked the fore- 
most rank of the riders dropped over the 
bluff’s edge, the others: following, a dusky. 
living cataract, charging down upon them. 

A groan escaped Mark’s lips. “Hold tight!” 
he cried, and with pounding heels and tense, 
straining voice he brought his labouring horse 
to its utmost speed. More than half a mile 
lav between them and safety. He saw that he 
would gain at least a small lead for the last 
dash; for the Sioux must cut obliquely across 
the intervening space between the hills and the 
trail to overtake them. But so slight an ad- 
vantage might avail them nothing. He could 
feel that under the double burden the horse’s 
stride was growing less sure, its breath coming 
in ragged, gasping bursts. Two hundred 
yards was too narrow a margin for security. 

A rifle cracked, there in the rear, and then 
others, in an irregular volley. No harm was 
done; but Mark heard the vicious singing of 
the balls as they flew about him. Dorothy 
was in greater danger than he. Knowing this, 
he turned and caught her with one arm about 
her waist. “Let go!” he ordered, and swung 
her to a seat in front of the saddle horn, 
keeping his hold upon her there, clasping her 
against him, sitting erect to make a shield for 
her with his big bedy. 

They were nearing the end now. He could 
see the figures of the men standing by the 
wagons with rifles in hand. The pursuers 
were keeping on with their haphazard firing. 
At the very last he was hit; his hat was car- 
ried away; he felt a sharp sting of pain where 
the ball cut along his scalp, and the warm 
blood flowed over his cheek. Then from the 
camp he heard a command shouted in Can- 
non’s huge voice: “Fire!” and forty rifles 
flashed together. A cheer mingled with the 
echoes that rolled back from the hills. The 
Sioux had followed too far. Turning for 
one quick backward look, Mark saw that they 
had swerved from their course, sweeping off 
to the left in a wide circle. A wounded pony 
was plunging upon its knees, struggling to 
rise, and three bodies were tumbled shapeless 
on the sand of the trail. And here was 
safety. 





A Longing Not Satisfied with Mother-in-Law. 
From Clouston’s ‘Count Bunker.” (Brentano’s) 


“Ou, I know what it is. You have grown 
so accustomed to seeing the same people, year 
after year—the Von Greifners, and Rosen- 
baums, and all those. You miss them, don’t 
you? Personally, I think it a very good thing 
that you should go abroad and be a diplomat- 
ist, and not stay in Fogelschloss so much; 
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and you'll soon make loads of friends 
Mother comes to us next week, you kno\ 

“Your mozzer is a nice old lady,” sai: 
Baron slowly. “I respect her, Alicia; b: 
vas not mozzers zat I missed just now.” 

“What was it?” 

“Life!” roared the Baron, with a sud 
outburst of thundering enthusiasm that 
tled the Baroness completely out of her « 
posure. “I did have fun for my money vu 
in London. Himmel, it is too hot to eat ge: 
dinners and to vear clothes like a mon! 
jack.” 

“Like a what?” gasped the Baroness. 

To hear the Baron von Blitzenberg d 
the paraphernalia and splendors of his offi 
liveries was even more astonishing than 
remarkable denunciation of the pleasures 
the table, since to dress as well as play th 
part of hereditary grandee had been till t! 
minute his constant and enthusiastic ambi 
tion. 

“A meat-jack, I mean—or a—I know 
vat you call it. Ach, I vant a jittle 
Alicia.” 

“A little fun,” repeated the Baroness in 
breathless voice. What kind of fun?” 

“I know not,” said he, turning once mo: 
to stare out of the window. 

To this dignified representative of a par- 
ticularly dignified State even the trees of Bei 
grave Square seemed at that moment a trifle 
too conventionally perpendicular. If they would 
but dance and wave their boughs he would 
have greeted their greenness more gladly. A 
good-looking nursemaid wheeled a perambu 
lator beneath their shade, and though she 
never looked his way, he took a wicked pleas- 
ure in surreptitiously closing first one eye and 
then the other in her direction. This might 
not entirely satisfy the aspirations of his scul, 
yet it seemed to serve as some vent for his 
pent-up spirit. He turned to his spouse with 
a pleasantly meditative air. 

“I should like to see old Bonker vunce 
more,” he observed. 

“Bunker? You mean Mr, Mandell-Essing- 
ton?” said she, with an apprehensive note in 
her voice. 

“To me he vill alvays be Bonker.”’ 

The Baroness looked at him reproachfully. 

You promised me, Rudolph, you would see 
as little as possible of Mr. Essington. 

Oh, ja, as leetle—as possible,” answered 
the Baron, though not with his most ingen- 
uous air. “Besides, it is tree years since | 
promised. For tree years I have seen nozing 
My love Alicia, you vould not have me forget 
mine friends altogezzer ?” 

_ But the Baroness had too vivid a recollec 
tion of their last (and only) visit to England 
since their marriage. By a curious coincidence 
that also was three years ago. 

“When you last met you remember what 
happened?” she asked, with an ominous hint 
ot emotion in her accents. 

“My love, how often have I eggsplained ? 
Zat night you mean, I did schleep in mine hat 
because I had got a cold in my head. I vas 


not dronk no more zan you. Vat you found 
in my pocket was a mere joke, and ze 


cabman who called next day vas jost vat 
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| told him to his ogly face—a blackmail.” 

‘You gave him money to go away.” — 

“A Bilitzenberg does not bargain mit cab- 
men.” said the Baron loftily. 

His wife’s spirits began to revive. There 
seemed to speak the owner of Fogelschloss, 
the haughty magnate of Bavaria. 

“You have too much self-respect to wish to 
fnd yourself in such a position again,” she 
said. “I know you have, Rudolph!” 

The Baron was silent. This appeal met 
with distinctly less response than she confi- 
dently counted upon. In a graver note she 
itiquired— 

“You know what mother thinks of Mr. 
Essington ?” 

“Your mozzer is a vise old lady, Alicia; but 
we do not zink ze same on all opinions.” 

“She will be exceedingly displeased if you— 
well, if you do anything that she thoroughly 
disapproves of.” 

The Baron left the window and took his 
wife’s plump hand affectionately within his 
own broad palm. 

“You can assure 
her, my love, zat I 
shall never do vat 
she dislikes. You 
vill say zat to her 
if she inquires?” 





“Can I, truth- 
fully ?” 
“Ach, my own 
dear !” 


From his enfold- 
ing arms she whis- 
pered tenderly— 

“Of course I will, 
Rudolph !” 

With a final hug 
the embrace abrupt- 
ly ended, and the 
Baron hastily glanced 
at his watch. 

“Ach, nearly had 
| forgot! I must go 
to ze club for half 
an hour.” 

“Must you?” 

“To meet a friend.” 

“What friend?” 
asked the Baroness 


quickly, 
“A man whose 
name you vould 


know vell—oh, vary 
vell known he is! 
but in diplomacy 
mine Alicia, a quiet 
cling in a club is 
metimes better not 
advertised too 
‘+h. Great wars 
‘ come from one 
| of indiscretion. 
know ze axiom 
Bismarck — ‘T n 
macy it is nec- 
'y for a diplo- 

t to be my 


Good-by, my From ‘ The Mayor's Wife.’”’ 








MRS, PACKARD’S 


Those Telltale Matches. 


From Anna Katharine Green’s “The Mayor’s Wife.’ 
(Bobbs-Merrill.) 


“Otympia!” Mayor Packard was on his 
feet, pointing in sudden fury and suspicion at 
the table where the matches ley about in odd 
and, as I now saw, seemingly set figures. 
“You are doing something besides playing 
with those matches. I know Mr. Steele's 
famous cipher; he showed it to me a week 
ago; and so, evidently, do you, in spite of the 
fact that you have had barely fifty words 
with him since he came to the house. Let me 
read—ah !—give over that piece of paper you 
have there, Steele, if you would not have me 
think you as great a dastard as we know that 
Brainard to be!” 

And while his wife drooped before his eyes 
and a cynical smile crept alt-out the secretary’s 
fine mouth, he caught up the sheet on which 
Steele had been playing tit-tat-to with the child, 
and glanced from the table to it and back 
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again to the table on which the matches lay 
in the following device, the paper-weight an- 
swering for the dot: 


ILtFeFUA 


“M,” suddenly left the mayor’s writing lips; 
then slowly, letter by letter, “E—R—C—Y. 
Mercy!” he vociferated. “Why does my wife 
appeal for mercy to you—a stranger—and in 
yeur own cipher! Miserable woman! What 
secret’s here? Either you are si 

“Hush! some one’s at the door!” admon- 
ished the secretary. 

Mr. Packard turned quickly, and, smoothing 
his face rapidly, as such men must, started for 
the door. Mrs. Packard, flinging her whole 
soul into a look, met the secretary’s eyes for 
a moment and then let her head sink forward 
on her hands above those telltale matches, 
from whose arrangement she had _ reaped 
despair in place of hope. 

Mr. Steele smiled again, his fine, false 
smile, but after her head had fallen; not be- 
fore. Indeed, he had vouchsafed no reply to 
her eloquent look. It was as if it had met 
merble till her eyes were hidden; then—— 





The Hour for Double Dummy. 


From De la Pasture’s “The Lonely Lady of Grosvenor 
Square.” (Dutton.) 


JEANNE’s first view of Miss Caroline pre- 
sented to her a tail and dignified figure, erect 
in an elbow chair, and clad in a flowing gown 
of grey satin, with flounces of Honiton lace; 
upon which couch of luxury her favorite dog, 
a little Yorkshire terrier, was very calmly 
reposing. 

Jeanne had trembled not a little before this 
Stately apparition, and her obvious alarm and 
admiration had impressed her grand-aunt fa- 
vorably. 
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From “ The Lonely Lady ef Grosvenor Square.’’ 
1906, by E. P. Dutton & Co. 


JEANNE. 








Miss Marney would hardly have perm 
an earthquake—far less the arrival of a | 
ble stranger niece—to derange one of th 
tablished customs of her regular existenc: 
was the hour for double-dummy, and Jea 
was therefore requested to establish he 
in an arm-chair in the background, and g 
a prolonged opportunity for recovering 
composure, during her aunt’s nightly rec 
tion of card-playing. 

As the clock struck nine, Mrs. Pyke, 
housekeeper, entered, dressed in black bro 
which was curiously patterned with 
flowers in accordance with an ancient fash 
also she wore a black lace cap upon her hx 
and a long gold watch-chain about her ne. 

The maid, Dunham, had already set fo: 
the card table, and Mrs. Pyke, pausing in t 
doorway to make a curtsey, glided decoro 
into her place, and gathered the cards 
slightly palsied hands, veiled by black 1 
tens. 

Pyke had entered her ninetieth year, but 
had not yet occurred to her that she was t 
old to fulfil her duties. 

She was a strangely silent person, and 
length of service did not inspire her to al 
one iota of her perpetual awestruck defer 
to her employer, though nothing could ! 
exceeded Miss Marney’s graciousness to 
oldest dependent. 

The rubber had been played in silence 
Jeanne scarcely daring to breathe. She noted 
with wonder and delight the magnificenc: 
her grand-aunt’s appearance, and the state! 
ness of her bearing. She had indeed never 
scen ary one like her; every time Miss \i: 
ney tossed her head, and this was a favo 
gesture oft repeated, Jeanne thrilled respons 
ively. She practiced the movement afterwards 
before her looking-glass in private, and 
disgusted at her own inability to prod 
double chins in rapid succession. 

Her Non-conformist uncle at Coed-It 
called cards the devil’s books; and she | 
never seen this class of literature before. 

She felt almost as guilty as though 
were being called upon to assist at a wit 
orgy, instead of an old lady’s innocent rubbe 
as she watched the housekeeper’s shrivel! 
black figure, and dim spectacled eyes, peerii 
at the cards held in her mittened hands. Sh 
observed with interest the small sour smile 0: 
Mrs. Pyke’s sutiken mouth when her mistr« 
condescended to put an ace on her king, a! 
heard her faint ciack of apology when slie 
secured the odd trick herself. 

The rubber was cut short by some astoun: 
ing coups and a timely revoke, on the part | 
Mrs. Pyke, in deference to private signals 
from Dunham, who was seated a little behin 
her mistress; when it was over another time 
honoured ceremony was gone through. 4 
glass of madeira was poured out very sole m1 
ly, and presented to the aged housekeeper, 

a recompense and refreshment after he 
labors. 

Pyke received this mark of favor with pe! 
ennial surprise and gratitude; venturing ! 
express a humble wish for Miss Marney 
good health before she swallowed the wine, 
and making a second curtsey before she re 
tired finally from the apartment. 
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The Labrador “Liveyers.” 


From Townsend’s “Along the Labrador Coast.” 
(Estes.) 


SpLENDID-LOOKING fellows are most of these 
fisherfolk, breathing the finest air in the 
world, eating an abundance of good fish, and 
taking plenty of exercise. 

There are no gasoline launches—puff- 
hoats, sea-skunks, or what you will—on this 
coast, to affright the ear, 
pollute the air, or weaken, by 


disuse, the muscles of the 
fishermen. 
Great sweeps they use, 


eighteen or twenty feet long, 
and there can be no _ bet- 
ter health weights than these. 
The man in the stern stands 
up and sculls with an oar 
which is passed out through 
a hole, and wonderfully skil- 
ful and graceful he is, as with 
the propeller-like action of 
the oar he pushes the boat 
ahead, guiding it to the de- 
sired point with a nicety. 

There are two things among 
these fisherfolk that are con- 
spicuous by their absence, and 
I believe my brief observation 
would be borne out to a con- 
siderable extent by a longer 
stay. I refer to the absence 
of drinking and profanity. I 
saw no drunkenness and 
heard but little profanity all 
the time I was on the coast. 
(hat these habits are un- 
known is certainly too much 
to expect, but they are cer- 
tainly not prevalent on the 
Labrador coast. * 

Although brown eyes and ~ 
black hair are common, the 
usual type is the Anglo-Saxon 
blue-eyed and brown or flax- 
«n-haired mortal among these 
hshermen, 

their clothing is bleached 
by the weather, and so 
patched that it is often a 
problem to decide which is 
riginal material and which is 
patch, The trousers are 
tucked into tall leather boots, 
-oOmetimes extending above the 
knee. Blue or red sweaters, 

perhaps a ragged brown velveteen jacket 
“ith a handkerchief knotted about the neck, 
cover their upper parts. Old caps or tam- 
o'shantergs set jauntily over one ear, a lock 
ot hair escaping over the forehead, add 
0 the picturesqueness of their general make- 
\p. Mittens, with a separate place for the 
index finger, are also commonly worn. In 
'ormy weather and while hauling the nets 
they wear suits of vellow oilskins and sou’- 
westers to keep out the wet. 

Some of them I noticed wore bracelets 


of brass chains to charm away salt water 
ores, 
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Rebecca’s Composition on Punishment or 
Reward. 


From Mrs, Wiggin’s ““New Chronicles of Rebecca.” 
(Houghton, M. & Co,) 


WE find ourselves very puzzled in approach- 
ing this truly great and national question, 
though we have tried very earnestly to under- 
stand it, so as to show how wisely and won- 
derfully our dear teacher guides the youthful 
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SAWYER § 


BARN CHAMEER. 


mind, it being her wish that our composition 
class shall long be remembered in Riverboro 
Centre. | 

We would say first of all that punishment 
seems more benefercently needed by boys than 
girls. Boys’ sins are very violent, like steal- 
ing fruit, profane language, playing truant, 
fighting, breaking windows, and killing inno- 
cent little flies and bugs, Ili these were not 
taken out of them early in life it would be 
impossible for them to become like our mar- 
:yred President, Abraham Lincoln. 
" Although we have asked everybody on our 
street, they think boys’ sins can only be 
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From ‘* The Memoirs of the Comtesse de Boigne.”’ 
Copyright, 1907, by Charles Scribner’s Sons. 


LA COMTESSE DE BOIGNE. 


whipped out of them with a switch or strap, 
which makes us feel very sad, as boys when 
not sinning the dreadful sins mentioned above 
seem just as good as girls, and never cry 
when switched, and say it does not hurt much. 

We now approach girls, which we know 
better, being one. Girls seem better than boys 
because their sins are not so noisy and showy. 
They can disobey their parents and aunts, 
whisper in silent hour, cheat in lessons, say 
angry things to their schcolmates, tell lies, be 
sulky and lazy, but all these can be conducted 
quite ladylike and genteel, and nobody wants 
to strap girls because their skins are tender 
and get black and blue very easily. 

Punishments make one very unhappy and 
rewards very happy, and one would think 
when one is happy one would behave the best. 
We were acquainted with a girl who gave 
herself rewards every day for a week, and it 
seemed to make her as lovely a character as 
one could wish; but perhaps if one went on 
for years giving rewards to onesself one 
would become selfish. One cannot tell, one 
can only fear. 

We do not believe we can find out all about 
this truly great and national subject till we 
get to heaven, where ithe human race, strapped 
and unstrapped, if any, can meet together and 
laying down their harps discuss how they got 
there. 

And we would gently advise boys to be more 
quiet and genteel in conduct and try rewards 
to see how they would work. Rewards are 
not all like the little rosebud merit-cards we 
receive on Fridays and which boys sometimes 
tear up and fling scornfully to the breeze when 
they get outside, but girls preserve carefully 
in an envelope. 

Some rewards are great and glorious, for 
boys can get to be governor or school trustee 
or road commissioner, or President, while 
girls can only be wife and mother. But all 
of us can have the ornament of a meek and 
lowly spirit, especially girls, who have more 
use for it than boys, 


Madame Récamier and Chateaubriand. 
(Scribn 


MAny portraits have been drawn of M: 
Récamier, but none, in my opinion, have : 
produced the essential features of her ch: 
acter, a failure the more excusable as h 
varicty was infinite. Mme. Récamier was 
true type of womanhood as made by the Cr 
tor for the happiness of man. She had all 1 
charm, the virtue, the inconsistency, and th 
weakness of the perfect woman. If she had 
been a mother her destiny would have been 
complete; the world would have heard less 0! 
her, and she would have been happier. A 
she had missed this natural vocation, she wa: 
obliged to find compensation in society. Mme 
Récamier was the incarnation of coquetry 
her talent in this respect amounted to genius 
Every woman who attempted to imitat 
her has become an object of scandal or 
disgrace, whereas she always emerged un- 
scathed from the furnace into which it was 
her delight to plunge. The fact is not to be 
explained by any coldness of heart, for her 
flirtations were actuated by kindness and not 
vanity. She was much more anxious to be 
loved than to be admired, and this sentiment 
was so natural to her that she always had 
some affection and much sympathy to give 
her numerous adorers in exchange for the 
admiration which she strove to attract; hence 
her coquetry avoided the usual accompanying 
selfishness, and was not absolutely barren, 11 
I may use the term. She thus preserved the 
affection of almost all the men who fell in 
love with her. Nor have I known any one 
who could more dexterously combine an atti- 
tude of exclusiveness with a bearing of gen- 
eral friendliness towards a numerous circle. 

Every one has praised her incomparable 
beauty, her energetic benevolence, and her 
gentle courtesy; many people have praised her 
lively wit. But very few were able to dis- 
cover beneath the easy manners of her social 
intercourse the loftiness of her mind and the 
independence of her character, the impartial- 
ity of her judgment and the accuracy of her 
intuition. I have sometimes seen her domi- 
nated; I never knew her to be influenced. In 
her early youth Mme. Récamier had adopted 
a species of affectation from the society in 
which she lived, and this detracted both from 
her beauty and her wit; she soon abandoned 
it when she found another circle in full con- 
sonance with her tastes. . . 

The attraction which Mme, Récamier was 
able to exert upon famous men caused the 
beginning of her connection with M. de 
Chateaubriand. To him she devoted herself 
for fifteen years. The delicacy of his be- 
haviour made him worthy of this affection, but 
I should not like to assert that he deserved it 
by his depth of feeling. The fact remains that 
she was both agreeable and useful to him, and 
that all her faculties were concentrated upon 
the task of softening his violent conceit, 
calming the bitterness of his character, minis- 
tering to his vanity, and dissipating his wear- 
iness. I think that he loved her as much as 
he could love anything, for she gave him alli 
she could. 


From “Memoirs of Comtesse de Boigne.” 
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The Empire City. 

From Vtereck’s ““Nineveh, and Other Poems.” 

(Moffat, Yard.) 


lluce steel-ribbed monsters rise into the air 

Her Babylonian towers, while on high 

Like gilt-scaled serpents glide the swift trains by 
Or, underfoot, creep to their secret lair. 
A thousand lights are jewels in her hair, 

The sea her girdle, and her crown the sky, 

Her life-blood throbs, the fevered pulses fly, 
Immense, defiant, breathlezs she stands there. 





And ever listens in the ceaseless din, 
Waiting for him, her lover who shall come, 
Whose singing lips shall boldly claim their own 
And render sonant what in her was dumb: 
The splendour and the madness 1nd the sin, 
Her dreams in iron and her thoughts of stone. 





“What is Sponge Cake for Me May Be Saw. 
dust for Somebody Else.” 


From Ade’s “The Slim Princess.” (Bobbs-Merrill.) 


“Me and Baedeker and Cooke wrote it,” he 
replied; and then, seeing that she was puzzled, 
he said: “I have been to all of the places 
they keep open.” 

“You have seen many women in many 
countries ?” 

“T have. 
of it.” 

“Then you know what constitutes beauty?” 

“Not always. What is sponge cake for me 
may be sawdust for somebody else. Say, I 
rode for an hour in a ’rickshaw at Nagoya to 
see the most beautiful girl in Japan and when 
we got to the tea-house they trotted out a little 
shrimp that looked as if she’d been dried over 
a barrel—you know, stood bent ali the time, 
as 1f she was getting ready to jump. Her 
neck was no bigger than a gripman’s wrist 
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and she had a nose that stood right out from 
her face almost an eighth of an inch. Her 
eyes were set on the bias and she was painted 
more colors than a band-wagon. | said, ‘If 
this is the champion geisha, take me back to 
the land of the chorus girl.’ And in China! 
Listen! I caught a Chinese belle coming 
down the Queen’s Road in Hong-Kong one 
day, and I ran up an alley. I have seen Pa- 
risian beauties that had a coat of white ve- 
neering over them an inch thick, and out here 
in this country I have seen so-called cracker- 
jacks that ought to be doing the mountain-of- 
flesh act in the Ringling side-show. So there 
you are!” 

“But in your own country, and in the larger 
cities of the world, there must be some sort 
of standard. What are the requirements? 
What must a woman be, that all men would 
call her beautiful?” 

“Well, Princess, that’s a pretty hard propo- 
sition to dope out. Good looks can not be 
analyzed in a lab or worked out by algebra, 
because, I’m telling you, the one that may 
look awful lucky to me may strike somebody 
else as being fairly punk. Providence framed 
ic up that way so as to give more girls a 
chance to land somebody. Still, there is one 
kind that makes a hit wherever people are 
bright enough to sit up and take notice. Now 
I suppose that any male being in his right 
senses would find it easy to look at a woman 
who was young enough and had eyes and hair 
and teeth and the other items, all doing team- 
work together, and then if she was trim and 
slender x 

“Should she be slender?” interrupted Ka- 
lora, leaning toward him. 
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Walking with a Purpose. 
From Bigclow’s Fine Art.’ (CH. M. 


Caldwell é Co.) 


“UU al be ° 
Wal ring: a 


ALTHOUGH some of us seem to have made 
Macbeth’s bargain, yet we have an innate 
longing, hesitate to admit it as we may, for 
“out-of-doors,” for what the child calls a 
walk, the naturalist styles a tramp, or a pond- 
hunt, or a field-day; or what the botanist 
dignifies by calling a botanical tour. It is 
the same in the end. 

The boy frolics along the country road to 
the lake, and pretends to fish, until with a 
spasmodic wriggle he sheds his clothes and 
himself becomes a swimming and splashing 
animal. 

The man’s Sunday afternoon stroll is the 
expression of a similar desire, but one that 
scon becomes perfunctory and stupid, if it 
have no. special object. To roam the fields 
to pass the hours in gossip with an inane 
companion, speedily grows unprofitabie and 
wearisome 

To be spiritually inspiring or bodily rest- 
ful and stimulating, the. walk must have a 
purpose. The incidents that may occur are 
only the ornaments, embellishing the exper- 
lence as prisms of dew illuminate the dusky 


From ‘‘ Sir Elyot of the Wouds "’ 


THE LADY OF THE DOWER WOODS 
THEM FOR HER PORTION. 
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hollows of the turf. The artist knows why 
escapes from the town. The driver of 
“devil-wagon” may have an object other ti 
the meking of a dust and stench, and the . 
hibition of his own insolence; be charita 
and hope so. The amateur naturalist is mn 
at a loss fora reason. The botanist may wa 
knee-deep in a sea of floral wealth. He n 
rezp a lichenous harvest from any old fe: 
rail, and find rarities in the swamp, w! 
to the student of microscopical botany an 
stump in a damp spinney may be as the tr 
tre-house of the Incas, or the moist grou 
beneath the trees a mine of instruction 
interest. 


The Last of His Line. 


From Brockcs’ “Sir Elyot of the Woods.” (Duffield.) 


“Wuat splendid woods there are every- 
where!” «cried Isobei in a mood of exhilara 
tion. 

From where they stood, acres of wood could 
be seen, sweeping from the hillsides into the 
valley. 

“You notice,” said Elyot, “how every tree 
keeps its character even when looked at in the 
mass?” 

“What do you mean?” said she, somewhat 
absentiy, her rapid. glance still 
roving over the landscape. 

“Every crown,” said he, “has 
its own beauty and _ distinc 
tion.” 

“Yes,” said she. 

“Not only the different species 
but every individual tree. It is 
the ripple of variety that makes 
up the beauty of the mass,” hi 
insisted. 

“T daresay you could tell 
the species of every tree in tl 
wood from where we _ stand,” 
said she, 

“More than that,” he answered 
with the open-eyed serene look 
which belonged to his face whe! 
in the country; “I could tell y: 
what grows under it and what 
arcund it. I could take a lin 
from here to any tree you migh 
name and walk vp to it without 
deviation. It happens that th: 
corner of the earth I know th 
best and love the most is th: 
wood we have just been walk 
ing through.” 

“Ts it?” said Isobel with sott 
interest. 

“Yes. But in any wood in any 
part of England or the Conti- 
nent, if I walked under the trees 
at night, I could tell them from 
the rustle of the leaves, or th 
scent, or the feel of the turf to 
my feet—its relative softriess 01 
crispness.” 

“That wood we have just come 
from is your own then?” asked 
she in a soft tentative tone, and 
moved the soil with her foot as 
she spoke. 
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From ‘‘ . our Seasons in the Garden.”’ 
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ARISTOLOCHIA BOWERING A PORCH ENTRANCE. 


| “The Dower Woods? Oh, no!” he an- 
swered, Were you not aware? They be- 
long to Colonel Letchmere.” 

Do you know him?” said she, and still 
warts with her small pointed shoe in the 
soil. 

“Very well. Do you?” 

“No.” : 

There was a silence; a sense of break fell 
tpon the converse. Isobel turned her head 
restlessly. 
=" am sure it is time I went back,” she 
said ; the Station is I suppose some distance.” 
‘ ‘Yes. I wish,” he addea earnestiy, “that 
it was in my power to entertain you here. I 
would give much that it might be so. 
ote sighed. His voice was low with feeling. 
‘ he waited and listened attentively. 

, 1ou have not heard perhaps? I have let 

ihe, Manor House. There is not a fit place to 
nich I could bring you.” 

| 4 /h thank you very much,” said she crisply; 
es ! ought to return.” 

| an back down the lane a step or 
"0. tte seemed dejected; he moved heavily, 

co by her side. 
 Wasn’t it a trouble 
House?” said she to let the Manor 

a. 1 the only thing I could do,” he an- 
a gravely. “I am a poor man. I cannot 

is to live there.” 

c 

‘soa .amonent all Ingalton was yours !” 

> said he; ‘ i - 

mbeaaditl ; “but my estate is en 
= the midst of his dejection crept a new 

a €ss—so wonderful a thing it seemed to 

to her of his affairs. 


New Meanings. 


From “Knocks from the Little Hammer of Diogenes 
Knockersmith,.” (Dodge Publishing Co.) 


Actinc—An art in which all women save 
actresses are proficient. 

BatLtot—Something that all women will 
want when it is cut on the bias and issued 
with trading stamps. 

Barcain—Something bought at half price, 
cheap at twice the price, and of no use at 
any price. 

Bup—In French Ingenue, in German Back- 
fisch, and in dainty delusion in any language. 

D. A. R—Ladies who dwell like their 
primeval ancestors in family trees. 

Fuirtations—Skating on the thin ice of 
indiscretion around a spot marked Danger. 

Ir1sH Pornt—Bridget’s fine work on the 
percelain dinner service. 

Nervous ProstrATioN—The kind of thing 
women get from trying to find angels to do 
their housework at three dollars a week. 

TAINTED Money—The unclean greenbacks 
that no self-respecting lady will keep when 
there are so many department stores in which 
to leave them. 


The Sky Was an Open Furnace. 
From “The Lonesome Trail.” (Lané.) 


“IT founp the Kid’s horse saddled and 
bridled. I cut the lariat and leaped astride. 
I jabbed the spike spurs into the frightened 
brute till he roared with pain. I had forgot- 
ten everything. I was a Fear without a body 
flying through a darkness that coughed smoke 
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From ** The Lonesome Trail.’’ Copyright, 1907, by John Lane Company. 


THE RACE WITH THE FIRE. 


and spit light. And then at last things quit 
whirling, and felt the steady Jift, lift, iift of 
the good brute racing with all the devils down 
a heart-breaking stretch for the river. 

“IT turned about in the saddle. Half the 
sky had turned into an open furnace! Above 
me a great stormy ocean of blood roiled on 
into the twilight of the east! Blood!—a 
seething, billowy sea of red blood, with great, 
red, purring cat-tongues lapping it greedily! 
Gaudy giant flowers—purple, yellow, red, 
green—bloomed for a moment in a strange 
garden of dreams, and nodded in the wind 
and fell and bloomed again and fell! The 
infernal beauty of the thing fascinated me for 
a moment. Then I heard the rumbling-—the 
unceasing thunder. It was louder than be- 
fore. I thought of the ten thousand sharp 
hoofs gaining, gaining, with whips of fire 
lashing them in the rear. And then I thought 
of the Kid back there. 

“My heart sickened. The hot wind that 
scorched my face accused me; the choking air 
accused me. 

“T reeled in the saddle, yet the mad wish to 
live lashed my hands to the pommel. But this 
was only for a moment. The meanest worm 
that ever wriggled in a dunghill holds fast to 
his life. I forgot the Kid again; I remem- 
bered only myself and that I must ride to 
win. I pulled the horse down and held him 
steady. Never did I throw a leg across a bet- 
ter horse than the Kid’s—honest, rangy, 
clean-limbed and deep in the chest! My 
heart leaped with joy when I heard his long 
even breathing. I had a great delirious love 
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for the big-hearted brute as I felt hi 
even reach, the tireless rhythmic stri: 
throws the miles behind. The drifti: 
sea of smoke above cast the wild glar, 
upon the prairie and made the footing 
I threw my guns away; I stripped off m) 
and gave it to the wind. 
“Vears and years of flight with the | 
of an oven to breathe! Years and ye 
rising and falling, rising and falling, and 
throat was tight with the driving 
The good brute began to wheeze and co 
I felt the tremor of his wearying muscles, { 
slight unsteadiness of the knees. I prayed for 
the .river—prayed like a kid at his mother’s 
knee. I begged the brute to keep his legs: | 
eursed him when he tottered; I called him 
baby names and damned him 1n a breath 
“And after years the day began—a sneak- 
ing shadow of a day, shamed out by the how/!- 
ing western dawn that met it on the run. A 
storm of sound was all about me. Neck and 
neck I raced with a buffalo bull that led the 
herd; his swollen tongue hung from his foam 
ing mouth; his breath rumbled in his throat 
Wheezing steers toiled up about me. Deer 
and elk raced side by side, slowly forging int 
the van. Grey wolves bounded past, whining 
and yelping. And my good brute beat away 
bravely at the few remaining miles. I felt the 
dry rasp of his lungs and the breaking of his 
big, strong heart. He stumbled—I gave him 
the spur to the heel; he gave no sign of pain. 
He was dying on his feet.” 





A Glimpse Into Birdland. 


From Stratton-Porter’s “What I Have Done with 
Birds.” (Bobbs-Merrill.) 


he 


NEXT morning Bob sent me word that t 
Cow-bird had imposed an egg on his Vireo 
and to come quickly if I wanted a study ot tt 
I knew exactly what that meant. Bob uncov- 
ered in front of his Vireo nest. The little 
mother Vireo was so dainty, so delicate, and 
so softly colored! Her beak was elegantly 
shaped, her back pale gray, her breast white 
and her ruby eyes so wise and so trustful, and 
her confidence in Bob, who passed close ly 
her many times every day, was implicit. 

Of all the dozens of nests Bob had located, 
there was not one so exquisite as this Vireo’s 
for at the branching of two elm twigs, 1° 
higher than my head, she had built a pendent 
cup lashed to the limbs by bits’ of string and 
hair, wound securely round and round and 
even carried to near-by limbs. When it w: 
solidly timbered, securely fastened and softly 
lined, to Bob and me, who had watched ' 
progress, it seemed complete, but the litt! 
bird-mother, with exactly the same lovine 
impulse that is in the breast of a human 
mother when she adds lace and ribbons to h 
baby’s cradle, set about gathering hea\ 
rough, snow-white cobwebs and festoon! 
them over the outside until the nest looke: 
as if dipped in ocean foam. Then she stti 
through these webs a number of fantastical!) 
shaped little dried, brown, empty last yea! 
seed-pods as a finishing touch, and Bob to 
off his hat. 
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Porcupine for Supper. 


From Diilon Wallace's “The Long Labrador Trail.” 
(Outing Publishing Co.) 


Wuue the rest of us “made camp” Duncan 
cut wood for a rousing fire, as the evening was 
cool, and Pete put a porcupine to boil for 
supper. We were a hungry crowd when we 
sat down to eat. I had told the boys how 
cood porcupine was, how it resembled lamb 
and what a treat we were to have. But all 
porcupines are not alike, and this one was not 
within my reckoning. Tough! He was cer- 
tainly “the oldest inhabitant,” and after vain 
efforts to chew the leathery meat, we turned 
in disgust to bread and coffee, and Easton, at 
least, lost faith forever in my judgment of 
toothsome game, and formed a particular pre- 
judice against porcupines which he never 
overcame. Pete assured us, however, that, 
“This porcupine, he must boil Jong. I boil 
him again to-night and boil him again to- 
morrow morning. Then he very good for 
breakfast. Porcupine 
fine. Old one must be 
cooked long.” 

As I sat that night 
by the low-burning em- 
bers of our first camp 
fre I forgot my new 
companions. ‘Through 
the gathering night 
mists I could just dis- 
cern the dim outlines of 
the opposite shore oi 
Grand Lake. It was 
over there, just west 
of that high spectral 
bluff, that Hubbard and 
I, on a wet July night, 
had pitched our first 
camp of the other trip. 
In fancy I was back 
again in that camp and 
Hubbard was talking to 
me and telling me of 
the “bully story” of the 
mystic Jand of wonders 
that lay “behind the 
ranges” he would have 
to take back to the 
world. 

“We're going to tra- 
verse a section no white 
man has ever seen,” he 
exclaimed, “and we'll 
add something to the 
world’s knowledge of 
geography at least, and 
that’s worth while. No 
matter how little a man 
may add to the fund of 
human knowledge it’s 
worth the doing, for it’s 
by little bits that we’ve 
learned to know so 
much of our old world. 
There’s some hard work 
before us, though, up 
there in those hills, and 
some hardships to meet.” 


Ah, if we had only 
known |! 


From ‘ Hilma,”’ 








Password “For Her.” 
From Eldridge’s ‘“‘Hilma.”’ (Dodd.) 


“In other words,” I replied, coming to the 
point at once, “you want me to deliver a pack- 
age of importance to a certain person,” 

“Ves.” 

“Very good. Give me the package and tel! 
me the name of the person to whom it is to 
be delivered.” 

“It is always so to the point with an Amer- 
ican.” 

“My dear fellow, it is a very simple matter.” 

“To you, yes. To me, no. It is honour, 
life, all that is sacred.” 

“Your honour?” 

“Mine? No, my princess’s, the honour of 
the house, the honour of my country. My 
honour is a small thing in comparison.” 

“I see. I realize the importance of my task.” 

“And of the danger.” 

“Danger ?” I demanded with a smile. 

“T cannot deliver these affidavits myself. 


Copyright, 1907, by Dodd, Mead & Co 


SHE STOPPED, AND PLUCKING A DEEP RED ROSE, PRESSED 


IT TO HER LIPS, 
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cannot even trust them to the mail. So my 
instructions read. Therefore the danger inust 
be great. We are evidently watched.” 

I nodded. 

“You will be seen, most likely have been 
seen with me by now, and they will watch 
you as well as me. They may try to take the 
peckage from you.” 

“Indeed,” I replied, feeling a bit that he 
was trying to impress me unduly with the 
importance of my part. “Give me the package 
and I’ll deliver it.” 

“Aye,” he answered, nodding his head 
slowly and looking me in the eye—“aye, I 
knew it. I thought of you at once, but I 
feared to trouble you.” 

“Trouble me? For Heaven’s sake, man, 
where is the trouble? Give me the package 
and tell me to whom it is to go, and that’s the 
end of it.” 

Again he nodded, turned to his message and 
read carefully, translating the code as he went 
on. 

“Carlton grill, seven-fifteen, left-hand side, 
table with white carnations. Bearer wear 
same flower in coat. Give documents to lady. 
Password ‘For Her.’” He looked up as he 
stopped. “Those are your instructions, the 
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SHE STOOD IN A TRANCE OF THOUGHT. 


From ‘“‘ The World’s Warrant.” Copyright, 1907, by Houghton, Mifflin & Co, 
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rest is for me. You do not feel that I am 
posing upon our short acquaintance?” 

“My good fellow,” I assured him, for tr 
he seemed to feel he was asking a great d: 
“you wish me to set down certain docume 
at a table decorated with white carnations 
the Carlton grill. The hour is convenient a: 
I shall be only too glad to serve you and y 
cause.” 

He protested no more, but in a busine 
like manner fetched out a package of pap. 
and an envelope from his pocket, the sar 
package he had balanced in his hand that d 
on the New York train. Slipping the pap. 
into the envelope, he sealed the lap with son 
wax, and the imprint of his ring was a li 
above two crossed swords. 

As he finished he slowly slipped the ri 
back upon his finger, watching the wax co 
Then he turned the envelope over twice an 
without another word passed it to me. 

We parted company at the Houston statio 
and with the precious package of papers 
stowed away in my coat pocket I hurried to 
the Carlton. 


“Men Want the Stars.” 


From Davis’s “The Werld’s Warrant.” 
(Houghton, Miflin & Co.) 


“His money!” she echoed, 
tremulous scorn; “I don’t want non 
uv his money. ’F he couldn’t pour out 
his love—his self—his heart at my feet 
1 wouldn’t — wouldn’t” — Her voi 
broke, and Graehaim’s eyes, hot wit 
admiration, steadied into what was 
very nearly tenderness. 

“Not?” he said gently, noting with 
wouder the stormy heaving of her 
bosom, the passionate intensity of he 
face, where the color had slipped away 
“Foolish little child! Suppose he had 
nothing else to give?” 

“Why not?” she demanded passion- 
ately. “Why should I not have his 
love? Why must she have all—all, ’n’ 
me nothing? I’m prettier ’n’ her.” 

“Prettier than whom, child®’ in 
quired Graeham, roused by her passion 
“What are you talking about?” 

“Than Miss Caruth.” 

Graeham recoiled sharply; he un 
locked her hands from his neck, and 
put her from him in silence. 

“Don’t ever mention Miss Caruth’s 
name to me again,” he said quietly. 

Callie stood motionless where he had 
left her, her hands clinched at her sides, 
her eyes like brilliant agates, touched 
with the bravado of the gambler who 
has doubled his stake and lost it. 

“Air she too good fur me to call her 
name?” she demanded passionately. 

“Yes,” said Graeham coldly. 

The word struck the girl like a blow, 
and for a second the very flesh upon 
her bones recoiled under it; then she 
answered to it as a racer might answer 
to the lash across his flank, with 4 
tremor as her stiffening muscles drew 
her rigidly erect. Facing Graeham with 
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superb assertion, 
she measured him 
with a glance of 
cold, controlled 
scorn—the scorn 
whose cutting edge 
is not the resent- 
ment of an equal 
so much as the re- 
proof of a supe- 
rior. 

“You air mis- 
taken, Mr. Grae- 
ham,” she told him 
with level incisive- 
ness, that sent her 
meaning home with 
the simple asser- 
tion of: the fact, 
disdaining assever- 
ation; “my folkses 
were. ’ristocrats 
befo’ th’ wah.” 

Graeham moved 
restlessly. “It isn’t 
that,” he interrupt- 
ed her, regarding 
her with thoughtful 
eyes as she stood 
before him, every 
line in her beauti- 
ful form breathing 
an arrogant pride 
of birth; the 
haughty curve of 
her throat, the im- 
perious bend of her 
brow, the insolent 
droop of her lashes 
over a glance of 
icy restraint— 
speaking the inal- 


e? ° F “Th Di iK 70? 
ienable conscious- rom “The Diamond Key 


ness of caste. “It “DON'T SHUT HER 
isn’t that; I’ve al- 
ways known you 
had good blood. That don’t count.” 
“Bein’ er ’ristocrat don’t count?” she 


echoed blankiy. “Then what does count?” 

Graeham’s glance, half speculative, half piti- 
ful, rested upon her in silence. He shuddered 
slightly as the perfectness of her beauty, vivi- 
fied, almost ennobled, by the feeling that 
swayed her, penetrated his senses, like an es- 
sence that deadens the nerves through excess 
of sweetness. 

“The only thing that counts with me—if 

you mean me—is the one thing you lack.” 
_ “What do I lack?” she demanded, confront- 
ing him with a courage that was as far from 
hardihood as it was pitifully far from inno- 
cence. “What do I lack that—that Miss 
Caruth has?” 

“I cannot tell you,” he said gently, “unless— 
Stay; I called you a red rose a bit ago. 
Well”—he looked gravely down into the eyes 
she raised to his own, full of insistent ques- 
tion—“well, there are roses, you know, child, 
and there are—stars.” 

|. Why—~ hy”—she stammered breathlessly. 

ae Men want the stars because they 
cant get them; and they do not care for the 
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OFF, DICK,’ HE SHOUTED, “DON T—DON’T 
REVERSE HER!” 


roses because’—With a storm of color she 
took his meaning at last, and with a long 
light step reached his side, and raising her 
gloved hand struck him fiercely across the 
lips. 


The Capture of the Railway Bandit. 


From Kerr’s “The Diamond Key.” (Lothrop, Lee 


& Shepard.) 


With a fearful bursting roar the rushing 
engine struck the switch, tipped and shot 
along the spur. Almost opposite the station 
the engine exploded! A _ tearing, rending 
thunder-burst, and the air was full of dust 
and hurtling iron. Completely gutted, her 
twisted frame and gaping boiler rolled and 
bounded fifty feet away and hung over the 
edge of the gorge; her tender, crushed and 
keeling half-over, turned straight across the 
track and plunged through the platform into 
the station. 

Ruth got up from the ground, where she 
had dropped involuntarily or been thrown by 
concussion, and with no clear sense of what 
she was about, fled to the station. She ran in 
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From “‘ The Doctor.”’ 


Copyright, 1907, by Fleming H. Revell Co. 


THE DOCTOR. 


through the door of the little passenger-room, 
her thoughts twisting in an inconsequent chaos 
of Tommy Loomis and the safety of the bird 
that had hung in the bay-window. As she 
entered the door a man, bloody and disheveled, 
crept out of the office and got to his feet. 
Gasping for breath and red-eyed he looked 
at her. 

It was Mr. Beaumont. He looked black- 
ened and battered as something might that 
had been thrown from a catapult. Mad to 
escape, he fumbled bunglingly at his belt 
where hung a revolver. The girl had drawn 
back with a scream of terror. The next mo- 
ment she whipped a pistol from the pocket of 
her gown and leveled it. For days she had 
carried that little instrument for Mr, Beau- 
mont. She stood up so straight she seemed 
to lean backward and her eye turned to amber 
fire. 

“Drop it! Throw it over there in the cor- 
ner! I know you!” Her white teeth bit off 
the words sharp and clean. “That’s right, 
throw it on the floor; I’ll take care of it.” 

The man dropped the revolver on the floor 
and stood swaying, his red eyes dimming as 
he stared. “I’m hurt,” he breathed; “let me— 
let me sit down.” 

The girl’s face softened. “Rest here on one 
of these settees,” she said. The man’s limbs 
wavered and dcubled and he sank down on 
one of the seats, his flesh showing chalky 
through the grime on his face. “Water,” he 
whispered. 

The young woman looked at him steadily a 
moment. “There’s several men in the hospital 
on your account,’ she said, but she brought 
some water in a tin cup from a little tank in 


the corner and held it to his lips. When th: 
man had revived she stepped back and levele 
the pistol at his head. “Some one will com 
soon,” she said. 

“Yes,” breathed the other’s lips. “Than! 
you for the water.” 

When Sanborn’s special rolled up to th: 
station they found her standing there, sway 
ing a little but holding the pistol level. Pres: 
dent Sanborn himself caught her as she fell. 


An Impromptu Sermon. 
From Connor’s “The Doctor.” (Revell.) 


“IT am not worthy to stand here befor: 
you,” he began, in a low, clear tone, “God 
knows, you know, and I know. I am here fo 
two reasons: one is that I promised my 
brother, the Reverend Richard Boyle”—here 
a gasp of surprise was audible from one and 
another in the audience—“a man you know t 
be a good man, better than ever I can hope 
to be.” 

“Durned if he is!” grunted “Peachy” 
“Mexico.” “Ain’t in the same bunch!” 

“An’ that’s thrue fer ye,” answered Tommy) 
But “Mexico” paid no heed to these re 
marks. He was staring at the speaker with 
the look of a man wholly bewildered. 

“And the other reason is,” continued the 
doctor, “that I have something which [ think 
it fair to tell you men. Like a lot of you, I 
have carried a name that is not my own.” 
Here significant looks were gravely ex- 
changed. “They gave it to me by mistake 
when I reached the Pass. I didn’t care much 
at that time about names or anything else, so 
I let it go. There are times in a fellow’s [if 
when he’s not unwilling to forget his name 
My name is Boyle.” And then, in sentences 
simple, clean-cut, and terse, he told of his 
boyhood days, the Old Mill, the two boys 
growing up together, their love for and their 
loyalty to each other, their struggles and their 
success. Then came a pause. The speaker 
had obviously come to a difficult spot in his 
story. The men waited in earnest, grave, and 
deeply moved expectation. “At that time a 
great calamity came to me—no matter what— 
and it threw me clear off my balance. I lost 
my head and lost my nerve, and just then——” 
again the speaker paused, as if to gather 
strength to continue—“and just then my 
brother did me a great wrong. Not being in 
a condition to judge fairly, I magnified the 
wrong a thousand-fold and I tried to tear my 
brother out of my heart. I could not and I 
would not forgive him, and I couldn’t cease 
to love him. I lived a life of misery, misery 
so great that it drove me from everything in 
earth that I held dear, and for three years | 
went steadily down from bad to worse. |! 
came to the Crow’s Nest a year and a half 
ago. My life since then most of you know 
well.” 

“Bedad we do! An’ Hivin bless ye!” burst 
forth Tommy Tate, who had found the great- 
est difficulty in controlling his emotions of in- 
dignation and grief during the doctor’s self- 
ccndemnatory tale. At Tommy’s words a quiet 
thrill ran through the crowd, for few men of 
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those present but held the doctor in affec- 
tionate esteem. The sins of which he was 
conscious and which humiliated him before 
them were, in their estimation, but trivial. 

For a moment the speaker was thrown off 
his track by Tommy’s outburst, but, recover- 
ing himself, he went on. “It would be wrong 
to say that my life here has been all bad. I 
have been able to serve many of you, but my 
work has done far more for me than it has 
for you. But for it I should have long ago 
gone down out of sight: I confess that it 
has been a hard fight for me, an awful fight, 
to stay at my work, but the day that I heard 
that my brother was your missionary brought 
me the hardest fight I had had for many a 
day. I wanted to get away from the past. 
For nearly four years I had been carrying 
round a heart with hell in it. I had begun to 
ferget a little, but that day it all came back. 
This week I met my brother. I found him 
dying, almost dead, up in the Big Horn Val- 
ley. That morning my heart carried hell in 
it. To-day it is like what I think heaven must 
be.” As he spoke these words a light broke 
over his face, and again he stood silent, striv- 
ing to regain control of his voice. 

“Blanked if he don’t hold the cards!” said 
“Mexico” in a thick voice to “Peachy” Budd. 

“Full flush,” answered “Peachy.” 





“He is Going to Kill the Emperor.” 


From Williamson’s ‘‘The Princess Virginia.’’ 
(McClure, Phillips.) 


To reach the great crimson-draped platform 
on which he was to stand, the Emperor must 
pass within a few yards of Virginia. His 
gaze flashed over the gay crowd. What if it 
should rest upon her? The girl’s heart was 
in her throat. She could feel it beating there ; 
and for a moment the tall, white figure was 
lost in a mist which dimmed her eyes. 

She had forgotten how she came to this 
place of vantage, forgotten the pale man in 
gray and red to whom she owed her good 
fertune; but suddenly, while her heart was 
at its loudest, and the mist before her eyes 
at its thickest, she grew conscious again of his 
existence, poignantly conscious of his clo: 
presence. So mear her he 
stood that a quick start, a 
gathering of his muscles for 
a spring, shot like an electric 
message through her own 
body. 

Che mist was burnt up in 
the flame of a strange en- 
lightenment, a clarity of vis- “: 
ion which showed, not only 
the hero of the day, the 
throng, and the wax-white 
man beside her, but some- 
thing which was in the soul 
of that man as well. 

“He is going to kill the 4 
imperor.” 

it was as if a voice spoke 
the words in her ear. She 
“new now why she had strug- 
gled to win this place, why 





From ‘* The Princess Virginia.” 


she had succeeded, what she had to do—or 
die in failing to do. 

Leopold was not half a dozen yards away, 
and was coming nearer. No one but Virginia 
suspected evil. She alone had felt the thrill 
of a murderer’s nerves, the tense spring of his 
muscles. She alone guessed what the roll ot 
parchment hid. 

“Now—now!” the voice seemed to whisper 
again, and she had no fear. 

While the crowd shouted wildly for “Unser 
Leo!” a man in gray and red leaped, catlike, 
at the white figure that advanced. Something 
sharp and bright flashed out from a roll of 
parchment, catching the sun in a streak of 
steely light. 

Leopold saw, but not in time to swerve. 
The crowd shrieked, rushed forward, too late. 

The rest was darkness for her. She knew 


only that she was sobbing, and that the great. 


square with its crowded balconies, its ropes 
of green, its waving flags, seemed to collapse 
upon her and blot her out. 

It was Leopold who caught her as she 
swayed: and while the people surged around 
the thwarted murderer, the Emperor sprang 
up the steps of the great crimson platform, 
with the girl against his heart. 
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A Gamble for a Throne. 


From Kaufman and Fisk’s “The Stolen Throne.” 
(Moffat, Yard.) 


“T tHINK we shall make it ecarté. It will 
be so apropos, you know—kings and queens 
play such a vital part in the short deck. 
Come, my friend, while we live let us make 
the most of our earthly pleasures. As the 
poet says, ‘Life is short and joys are fleeting.’ 
Correct me if I misquote. But we must have 
a stake. Now what can possibly make the 
play worth while to you? Let me see—let me 
see. Suppose we say rapiers, eh?” He mo- 
tioned to a pair of swords on the wall behind 
him. 

I jumped up. 

“Is this a trick?” I demanded. 

“My friend,” he answered softly, “you are 
excited.” 

He motioned me to a pack of cards on the 
table. 

“Cut for deal—What a game it will be! Of 
course, it’s all the same thing in the end. At 
any event I shall make sure that you are no 
longer an interference to my plans and as a 
sportsman I don’t know but that I preter to 
see you hold the winning card. At the best 
you have one chance in ten to sugar your 
morning coffee ” 

“T’ll take the tenth chance and enjoy the 
pleasure and the coffee,” I retorted. 

“First win the sword.” 

“IT mean to,” I replied. 

“Cut,” he commanded. 

“What have your” I asked. 

“The knave of hearts—and you?” 

“The queen of spades,” I replied. 

“An augury!” he exulted. “You see the 
fates are with me. The knave holds highest 
power in our game—the queen is vanquished 
at the start.” 

“Play,” I answered. 


trom ‘*The Stolen Throne.”’ 


"MY SHORTEND SWORD BIT INTO HIM WHILE HE WAS STILL FALLING.” 








“The trump is hearts. I lead the 
spades to which your queen falls. Now | 
the knave of hearts and take your ten. | 
low with the ace of diamonds.” 

I caught the trick with the trump ac« 
threw out the ace of clubs, catching his ki 

“It grows delightful,” he said. “FE 
tricks !” 

I still held the queen of hearts. I threw 
pasteboard on the table and leaned forw 
Would the man never play! He bent over: 
board studying my lead. It was a gamble 
a throne! The pictured monarchs had sp: 
to life—the fate of Stromburg lay in the 
of the Russian. And as I sat waiting for 
to end his farce I swore by that which 
strong and sure and cunning in me to kill 
man! At last he threw down the card—it w 
the nine of hearts. He had fluked with 
knave! “The queen wins!” I cried, “and 
God’s grace she’li reign on and hold 
throne!” Then some heaven sent inspirat 
seized me and I leaped forward, just in tim: 
grasp his hand as he raised the revolver! 


What is Intensive Cultivation? 


From Bolton Hall’s ‘‘Three Acres and Liber 
(Macmillan.) 


To raise potatoes as an ordinary farmer 
raises them, requires him to go over the 
ground not less than a dozen times, plowing 
harrowing, marking, planting, cultivating 
three times weeding, three times for bugs 
and diggirg; it would pay him to go over | 
much oftener, 

If he plants his rows of potatoes three {¢ 
apart, to allow for horse cultivation, he ha: 
6G rows of 200 feet each; which makes hin 
walk at least thirty-three miles over eac! 
acre. If he has a twenty-acre lot in potatoes 
he walks each year more than 650 miles ove! 
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the field and gets, let us say, 150 bushels of 
poor potatoes per acre, Or 3000 bushels off 
his twenty acre field. ae 

Now suppose he cultivates the soil, instead 
of just “raising a crop,” and gets 600 bushels 
of fine potatoes to the acre, he need plant only 


From “The Militants.” 
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“‘T tell you what I’m doing,’ said I. ‘I’m 

obeying the Bible. My Bible tells me to love 

my enemies, and I’m going to. I do,’ said I 
‘What does your Bible teli you?’ 

"2 ‘My Bible tells me to resist the devil and 

he will flee from me,’ she answered back like 
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“YOU SEE, THE BOAT IS VERY NEW AND CLEAN, MISS,” HE WAS SAYING. 


“ acres, walk only 200 miles, and, because his 
’'4l0€s are choice and early, get many times 
Price that his pedestrian neighbor gets. 

‘© cultivate is to watch the soil as you 
‘ould watch your cooking and to tend the 
’P aS you would tend your animals, 





L A Wartime Wooing. 
vom Andrews’s “The Militants.”’ (Scribner.) 


5 “AND what are you doing here?’ she went 
aucily, but her voice was a whisper, and 
‘et her hand lie. 





a flash, standing up straight and looking at 
me squarely, as solemn as a church. 

“*Well, I guess I’m not that kind of a 
devil,’ said I. ‘I don’t want to flee worth a 
cent.’ 

“And at that she broke into a laugh and 
showed all her littie teeth at me. That was 
one of the prettiest things about her, the row 
of small white teeth she showed every time 
she laughed. . 

“Just at that second the old negro stuck his 
head in at the door. ‘We’re busy, uncle,’ said 
I. ‘I’ll give you five dollars for five minutes.’ 


' 
; 
; 
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From ‘*The Kingmakers.”’ 


Copyright, 1907, by Small, 
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THE FUTURE QUEEN. 


“But the girl put her hand on my arm to 
stop me. ‘What is it, Uncle Ebenezer?’ she 
asked him anxiously. 

“‘Tt’s young Marse, Miss Lindy,’ the man 
said. ‘Him’n Marse Philip Breck’nridge ’n’ 
Marse Tom’s ridin’ down de branch right 
now. Close to hyer—dey'li be hyer in fo’-five 
minutes.’ 

“She nodded at him cooily. ‘All right. 
Stut the door, Uncle Ebenezer,’ said she, and 
he went ovt and shut it. 

“And before I could say Jack Robinson she 
was dragging me into the next room, and 
pushing me out of a door at the back. 

“‘*Go—hurry up—oh, go!’ she begged. ‘I 
won't let them take you.’ 

“Well, I didn’t like to leave her suddenly 
like that, so I said, said I: “‘What’s the hurry? 
I want to tell you something.’ 

“*No, she shot at me. ‘You can’t. Go— 
won’t you, please go?’ Then 1 picked up a 
little hand and held it against my coat. I 
knew by now just how she would catch her 
breath when I did it.” 

At about this point the General forgot me. 
Such good comrades we were that my pres- 
ence did not trouble him, but as for telling the 
story to me, that was past—he was living it 
over, to himself alone, with every nerve in 
action. 
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“ ‘Took here,’ said I, ‘I don’t believe a thi: 
like this ever happened on the globe bef 
but this has. It’s so—I love you, and I beli: 
you love me, and I’m not going till you te 
me so.’ 

“By that time she was in a fit. ‘They'll | 
here in two minutes; they’re Confederate offi 
cers. Oh, and you mustn’t cross at Kelly’ 
Ford—take the ford above it’—and sh 
thumped me excitedly with the hand I hel: 
I laughed, and she burst out again: “They’ 
take you—oh, please go!’ 

“*Tell me, then,’ said I, and she stopped 
half a second, and gasped again, and looked 
up in my eyes and said it. ‘I love you,’ sa 
she. And she meant it. 

“ ‘Give me a kiss,’ said I, and I leaned clo: 
to her, but she pulled away. 

“ ‘Oh, no—oh, please go now,’ she begged. 
“All right,’ said I, ‘but you don’t kn 
what you’re missing, and I slid out of the 
back door at the second the Southerners came 

in at the front.” 


Future King and Unknown Beauty. 


From Barclay’s “The Kingmakers.” (Sma 
Maynard.) 


3ERYL hesitated. She did not know 
this man was. Were he to discover her iden 
tity, he might indulge in cheap wit at her ex 
pense. So, with a curtsey and a strong Iris! 
accent, she answered: 

“No, sorr.” 

“But lunch, I see, is ready.” 

“Yes, sorr.” 

Victor laid his gun carefully against 
bench on which stood Beryl’s pail of milk. 

“Ah, milk, is it not?” he inquired. 

“Yes, sorr.” 

“I’m rather thirsty. May 1 have some?” 

“Yes, sorr,” said she once more. And taking 
a glass from the table she dipped it into the 
pail and handed it to him. 

“It is quite a long time since I had such a 
refreshing drink,” he said as he returned the 
elass. 

She took it, and was about to move away. 

“One moment,” said he, and his hand went 
to his pocket. 

Perhaps it was her spiendid physique, pos- 
sibly the wavy heauty of her hair, even the 
whiteness of her well-shapen foot. He could 
not exactly say. But she was very attractive. 
in spite of her uncouth costume, and he wa: 
impellec to show his appreciation in the com 
ventional way. Selecting a half sovereign 
he. offered it to her, 

“If you will do me the kindness to accept 
this trifle——” 

Whether to do so or to reject it Beryl felt 
quite unable to decide. He noticed her hesi- 
tation, and gently forced it into her nand. 
Then he patted her cheek with an encouraging 
finger, 

“Lhat’s a good girl,” said he, implying that 
the fheident was closed. 

But by his time Beryl was reduced to 4 
state of mental inertia. Something in th: 
stranger’s manner was positively hypnotic 
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He had given her a “tip,” and he had—to use 
the phrase that immediately occurred to her— 
“chuckled her under the chin!” Unheard-of 
liberties as they were, she was not sensible 
of resenting them. 

“T hope,” said Victor, “that the servants 
were not annoying you just now? I quite un- 
intentionally witnessed——” 

Beryl shook her head. Words eluded her. 

The gesture, and what he took to be in- 
difference, convinced Victor that his advent 
had, after all, been unwelcome. 

“Who, given the opportunity, would not 
sport with such an Amaryllis in the shade?” 
he said, half to himself. “Or with the tangles 
of Nezra’s hair! By the by, are you Nezra 
or Amaryllis?” 

Beryl’s sense of humor gradually be- 
gan to assert it- 
self, and with it 
came the return of 
her scattered wits. 
The stranger's 
manner was easy, 
yet courteous 
(leaving out the 
incident connected 
with her chin), and 
she had the im- 
pression that she 
was in no danger 
from him. 

“Neither — your 
honour,” was her 
smiling reply. 

“No, to be sure. 
I suppose it was 
the — some what 
classical scanti- 
ness , 

He had got no 
further than that 
when Beryl was 
again ineffectually 
trying to get her 
ankles out of view. 
That this peasant 
girl should show an 
immediate compre- 
hension of his 
meaning, though 
incompletely ex- 
pressed, seemed to 
Victor rather 
strange. 

“And your name 
is?” he asked. 

“Would it inter- 
est your honour to 
know it?” 

“Very much in- 
deed.” 

“It is Kathleen.” 

“Kathleen,” he 
repeated. “Tout 
court ?” 

“Tout court.” 
_He had used the 
French phrase in 
complete forgetful- 
ness, and the repe- 
tition by Beryl was 











From ‘* The Haunters of the Silences.” 
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an equally unconscious slip. She could have 
bitten out her tongue. 

Victor began to see daylight. He noticed 
litle things which, though before his eyes, 
had previously escaped his attention. The 
well-cared-for hair, the white hand and tended 
nails, a tone in her voice, a distinction in her 
bearing, all convinced him that she was not 
what she pretended to be. But who was she? 
Something about her was familiar, yet elusive. 
Presently, in one of those sudden activities 
of the mind when thought passes with a speed 
that leaves time standing stiil, there came to 
him the vision of an electric-lighted corridor, a 
woman in gauzy white, who, to the sound of 
distant music, came into sight for a few brief 
moments, and disappeared. Then he knew 
who she was. 


i 
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“CONFRONTING THE TWO GREAT CATS WITH UPLIFTED PAW AND 


MOUTH WIDE OPEN.” 
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Beavers Frighten Bears and Lynxes. 


From C. G. D. Roberts’s ““Haunters of the Silences.” 
(L. C. Page & Co.) 


NEITHER the bear creeping up from below 
the dam, nor the two lynxes stealing down 
from above it, had eyes or thought for any- 
thing in the world but the desperately toiling 
beavers. Their hunger was gnawing at their 
lean stomachs, the fever of the hunt was in 
their veins, and the kill was all but within 
reach. A few moments more, and the rush 
would-come, up from the fir thickets—the 
long, terrible spring and pounce, down from 
the juniper scrub. 

... Dropping forward as if shot, the sen- 
tinel beaver brought his flat tail down upon 
the surface of the water with a smack that 
reng all up and around the borders of the 
pend, startling the quiet of the night. In a 
fraction of a second every beaver had van- 
ished beneath the shining surface. 

At the same moment, or an eye-wink later, 
a strange thing happened—one of those violent 
surprises with which the vast repressing of the 
forest sometimes betrays itself. Maddened to 
see his prey escaping, the bear made his rush, 
launching himself, a black and uncouth mass, 
right down to the water’s edge. Simultan- 
eously the two lynxes shot into the air from 
higher up the bank, frantic with disappointed 
hunger. With a screech of fury, and a harsh 
spitting and snarling, they landed a few feet 
distant from the bear, and crouched flat, their 
stub tails twitching, their eyes staring, their 
tvfted ears laid back upon their skulls. 

Like a flash the bear wheeled, confronting 
the two great cats with uplifted paw and 
mouth wide open. Half-sitting back upon his 
haunches, he was ready for attack or defence. 
His little eyes glowed red with rage. .To him 
it was clearly the lynxes who had frightened 
off the beavers and spoiled his hunting; and 
interference of this kind is what the wild kin- 
dreds will not tolerate. To the lynxes, on the 
other hand, it was obvious that the bear had 
caused the whole trouble. He was the clumsy 
interloper who had come between them and 
their quarry. They were on the verge of that 
blindness of fury which might hurl them, at 
any instant, tooth and claw, upon their for- 
midable foe. For the moment, however, they 
had not quite lost sight of prudence. The 
bear was master of the forest, and they knew 
that even together they two were hardly a 
match for him. 


What I Want, I Get. 


From Rickert’s “‘The Golaen Hawk.” (Baker & 
Taylor Co.) 


AGAIN Madeloun laid her work on the par- 
apet, and looked down upon him seriously: 
“Who are you, madman?” 

He laughed: “The hawk of Avignon!” 
Then he tapped his foot impatiently against 
the base of the wall: “Sing—sing! Sing to 
the end!” 

“Madeloun! Leleto!” whispered Nerto; 
and Jano-Mario suspended her thread. 

“I shall be a rose in the thicket,” she 
chanted, looking away from the answer that 
must come. 
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“And I the butterfly to kiss thee’- 
picked lightly at his violin. 

“T’ll sing no more nonsense,” she voy 
and rose, turning towards the house. “I ha: 
no liking for strangers. Go away.” 

“Cacaraca!” he crowed, with thrust 
chin. “I’m coming up.” 

“There—there! Yonder!” cried the th 
in a breath, pointing to the curve in the roc! 
path. 

But he laughed as he cased his violin 
flung it ecross his shoulders; and gave 
heed to their warnings. 

With the swing of the mountaineer, he s 
one foot upon a projecting stone, and beg: 
a cat-like climb by means of chinks ai 
ledges and ivy-stems; and so quickly was the 
broken rampart mastered that he sat, shakin: 
with laughter, astride the parapet, before 
little frozen group of fear: Jano-Mario wit! 
her needle in mid-air, Nerto with her fa 
buried on Madeloun’s shoulder, and she, th: 
bravest of them, with her hands at her mouth, 
as if to choke back a cry. 

“Sing—why don’t you sing?” he demanded, 
beating one gaily-sandalled foot against the 
earth, while the other hung in mid-air. 

“Santo Mario Saloumé, he is quite mad,” 
said Jano-Mario slowly, while Madeloun 
turned her face away in silence. 

Deliberately he unpacked again his shining 
fiddle, and this time, its bow; and he went 
alone through the song to the end. Wer 
she the forest oak, himself would be the ivy— 
and here Nerto, familiar as was the song, 
recovered. herself in laughing at the imag: 
Were she even a white nun in the convent of 
St. Blaise, he would turn father confesso1 
Yes, he said, if he found her in winding-sheet. 
dead among all the White Sisters, he wou!d 
be the very earth, and in the end she should 
be his own. 

“Since you have come, stranger,” said 
Madeloun, “what do you want up here: 
(“Up-hére” is a synonym for Castelar, in t 
phrase of the country.) 

He looked at her steadily, with his yellow 
hawk-eyes. “I came—” said he, and con 
cluded: “Never mind that now. But, let me 
tell you, what I want I get.” 

O the gay laughter that broke from her lips! 

“It’s a boastful hawk. One might think lh 
had come from Marseiiles. But if you won't 
tell—good-day.” 

“Not so fast,” says he. “This is an inn-b) 
the look of it. Oh, I can read a long way 
when I choose, and your letters here shin‘ 





down the valley... . Where is your father” 
“At the olive-mill, mending the broken 
floor.” 


“And your mother ?” 

She looked a little frightened as she said 
“Still at the washing-pool.” 

“Good, then,” said he. “Bring me bread 
and white wine, and goat’s cheese.” 

“What you want you get,” she quoted him 
gaily, “as long as it’s only goat’s cheese. You 
shall have it under the vine by the door. 
Come. If that is the end of your wishing—” 

He laughed: “The end? It’s the beginning. 
We shall see. Now I am hungry. But I al- 
ways get what I want.” 









Var 
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“Uncle Jim Must ’a’ Been Born Singing.” 


a7 


From Eliza C. Hall’s “Aunt Jone of Kentucky. 
(Little, Brown & Co.) 

“We had a right good choir for them days ; 

the only trouble was that everybody wanted 

to be leader. That’s a common failin’ with 


From ‘‘ Aunt Jane of Kentucky.” 
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good and mad, he’d be off onto the alto or the 
soprano. He was one o’ these meddlesome 
old creeturs that thinks the world never 
moved till they got into it, and they’ve got to 
help everybody out with whatever they happen 
to be doin’. You've heard o’ children bein’ 
born kickin’. Well, Uncle Jim must ’a’ been 
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AUNT JANE. 


1 . 
— I’ve noticed. Milly Amos 
Nab oo my Jane was the aito; 
teduaal se ass, and young Sam Craw- 
ia fd thee for Uncle Jim Matthews, 
p Pte ing, and a plenty of it, too. 
Held a to say he was worse’n a 
wa aes out on the bass, and first 
saws ew he’d be singin’ tenor with 
wiord; and by the time Sam was 


I 
i 


Vv 


f 
‘ 


born singin’. I’ve seen people that said they 
didn’t like the idea o’ goin’ to heaven and 
standin’ around a throne and singin’ hymns 
for ever and ever; but you couldn’t ’a’ pieased 
Uncle Jim better that to set him down in jest 
that sort o’ heaven. Wherever there was a 
chance to get in some singin’, there you'd 
find Uncle Jim. Folks used to say he enjoyed 
a funeral a heap better than he did a weddin’, 
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trom “The Veiled Lady ” 
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“I HAVE LAID HANDS ON A CANAL—THE RIO GIUSSEPPE.” 


*cause he could sing at the funeral, and he 
couldn’t at the weddin’; and Sam Crawford 
said he believed if Gabriel was to come down 
and blow his trumpet, Uncle Jim would .git 
up and begin to sing. 

“Tt wouldn’t ’a’ been so bad if he’d nad any 
sort of a voice; but he’d been singin’ all his 
life and hollerin’ at protracted meetin’s ever 
since he got religion, till he’d sung and hol- 
lered all] the music out of his voice, and there 
wasn’t much left but the old creaky machin- 
ery. It vsed to make me think of an old 
rickety house with the blinds flappin’ in the 
vind. It mertified us terrible to have any 
of the Methodists or Babtists come to our 
church. We was sort 0’ used to the old man’s 
capers, but people that wasn’t couldn’t keep a 
straight face when the singin’ begun, and it 
took more grace than any of us had to keep 
from gittin’ mad when we seen people from 
another church laughin’ at our choir.” 


Practical Braut to English Lover. 


From “Friulein Schmidt and Mr. Anstruther.’ 
(Scribner,.) 


Do you know I’m peor? Of course you do, 
You couldn’t have lived with us a year and 
not seen by the very sort of puddings we have 
that we are poor. Do you think that anybody 
who can help it would have dicker Reis (thick 
boiled rice) three times a week? And then 
if we were not, my step-mother would never 
bother to take in English young men who 
want to study German; she would do quite 
different sorts of things, and we should have 
different sorts of puddings—proud ones, with 
Schlagsahne (whipped cream) on their tops— 
and two servants instead of one, and I would 
never have met you. Well, you know then 
that we are poor; but I don’t believe you 
know how poor. When girls here marry, 


their parents give them, as a matter-of-course 
house-linen enough to last them all their lives 
furniture enough to furnish all their house. 
clothes enough for several generations, and 
so much a year besides. Then, greatly im- 
poverished, they spend the evenings of their 
days doing without things and congratulating 
themselves on having married off their daugh- 
ter. The man need give only himself. You've 
heard that my own mother, who died ten years 
ago, was English? Yes, I remember I told 
you that, when you were so much surprised 
at what you called, in politest German, my 
colossally good English. From her I know 
that people in England do not buy their son 
in-law’s carpets and sattcepans, but confine 
their helpfulness to suggesting Maple. It is 
the husband, they think, who should, like the 
storks of the Fatherland, prepare and beautify 
the nest for the wife. If the girl has money, 
so much the better; but if she has not, said 
my mother, it doesn’t put an absolute stop to 
her marrying. 

Here, it does; and I belong here. \ 
mcther had some money, or my father would 
never have let himself fall in 'ove with her—! 
believe you can nip these things in the bud 
if you see the bud in time—and you know my 
father is not a mercenary man; he only, like 
the rest of us, could not get away altogetli 
from his bringing-up and the points of vi 
he had been made to stare from ever since he 
stared at all. It was a hundred a ye 
(pounds, thank heaven, not marks), and it 
all we have except what he gets for his book 
when he does get anything, which is neve! 
and what my step-mother has, which is 
annuity of a hundred and fifty pounds. > 
the hundred a year will be the whole sum 
my riches, for I have no aunts. What I wat! 
you to consider is the awfulness of marry! 
a woman absolutely without saucepans. No! 
a single towel will she be able te add to you! 
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liren-room, not a single pot to your kitchen. 
Al] Jena when it hears of it will say, “Poor, 
‘nfatuated young man,” and if I had sisters 
all England would refuse in future to send 
its sons to my step-mother. Why. if you were 
making a decently suitable marriage do you 
suppose your Braut would have to leave off 
writing to you at this point, in the very middle 
of luminous prophecy, and hurry into the 
kitchen and immerse herself in the preparation 
of potato soup? Yet that is exactly what your 
Braut, who has caught sight of the clock, is 
about to do. 


The Rabbits’ Theatre. 
From Seton’s ““Nimrod’s Wife.’’ (Doubleday, Page.) 


“Tuey are gathering,’ Nimrod whispered, 
“must be a dozen at least.” 

The rabbits, startled at first by the strange 

light, were quiet, also watching. Then one 
bold chap, moved by curiosity, hopped cau- 
tiously near; others followed. No harm re- 
sulting, he advanced still nearer, and leaped 
across the patch of lighted ground. One, a 
dozen rabbits, big and little, followed him. 
Circling, he came back again and again, each 
time nearer tc the queer little sun. What he 
did others did, in augmenting numbers until 
we counted twenty play- 
ing the game of “Follow 
the Leader.” It was a 
weird sight—a Rabbit 
Shadow Dance. Hop, 
hop, hippity, hop, back- 
wards and forth and 
around went the shadows 
—a fairy scene. Nimrod 
slipped away to get his 
camera. The _ rabbits 
hardly noticed him, so 
interested were they in 
their game. 
_In every group there 
is always a_ foolhardy 
one and curiosity is a 
strong motive power, 
even in rabbits. One lit- 
tle fellow began to ex- 
amine the camera and 
actually sat on top as 
though it were a stump. 
Bobbie could not resist 
putting out his hand and 
seizing the rabbit by the 
ears. It set up a sharp 
squealing. At the same 
moment a venturesome 
Jack came so close to the 
lamp in his investiga- 
tions that he burned his 
nose and sprang back. 

Instantly every rabbit 
disappeared. Warned of 
the danger by their com- 
panion’s squeals, their 
‘ormer fears returned. 
bobbie, seeing his mis- 
take, had at once re- 
‘eased the captive, but 
ne woods remained as From ‘Nimrod’s Wife.” 
ent as a theatre after 
the show is over, 
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The Literature of Swimming. 


From Pier’s “The Young in Heart.” (Houghton, 


M. & Co.) 


Ir scems somewhat remarkable that swim- 
ming should have had such scant appreciation 
in literature. The poets have astonishingly neg- 
lected it—astonishingly, I say, for it supplies 
one of the most sensuous human experiences. 
Byron, to whom, of all writers, one would 
naturally look for a sympathetic treatment of 
the theme, gives it only a few mediocre verses. 
Clough has dealt with it mock-seriously; 
Swinburne has experimented with it—and 
achieved one memorable line— 


“The dreaming head and the steering hand.” 


For Shakespeare there was an opportunity— 
in “Julius Czsar”—but he ignored it. Homer 
might have been eloquent, but with his hero 
Ulysses three days in the water and half dead, 
he could not enlarge on swimming as a pleas- 
ure. Shelley and Keats, poets of sensuous- 
ness, make no poem about swimming. Walt 
Whitman, though both rhapsodist and swim- 
mer, was never inspired to rhapsodize on 
swimming. The most appreciative and sug- 
gestive words on the subject have been writ- 
ten by Meredith in “Lord Ormond and his 
Aminta,” in the chapter entitled “A Marine 
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Duet.” “The swim was a holiday; all was 
new—nothing came to her as the same old 
thing since she took her plunge; she had a 
sea-mind—had left her earth-mind ashore. 
The swim... passed up out of happiness, 
through the spheres of delirium, into the re- 
gion where our life is as we would have it 
be: a licme holding the quiet of the heavens, 
if but midway thither, and a home of delicious 
animation of the whole frame, equal to wings.” 
Matey was pursuing her. “He had doubled 
the salt sea’s rapture—and he had’ shackled 
its gift of freedom. She turned to float, 
gathering her knees for the funny sudden 
kick.” There is a true descriptive phrase! 
“Their heads were water-flowers that spoke 
at ease... . They swam silently, high, low, 
creatures of the smooth green roller. He 
heard the water-song of her swimming.” But 
it will not do to extract sentences from their 
setting; I will make only one more quotation. 
“The pleasure she still knew’—returning to 
shore—“was a recollection of the outward 
swim, when she had been privileged to cast 
away sex with the push from earth, as few 
men will believe that women, beautiful women, 
ever wish to do.” 

As to the truth of this, let some woman 
who is a swimmer testify; if it is true, the full, 
adequate appreciation of swimming can never 
be written by a man. 


You Shall Come Face to Face with Miracles. 


From Chambers’ “Tree of Heaven.’ (Appleton.) 


“Not one of you,” he said, without raising 
his eyes, “not one among you but who shall 
come face ta face with what yo" still consider 
miracles... . Even Hildreth, youder’’-—Hil- 
dreth jumped—“even Hildreth shall learn 
from the Swastika.” 

“Swa—swat: What—what?” stammered 
Hildreth. 

“Nothing to alarm you,” smiled the other; 
then again the swift shadow fell across his 
face. 

“Not one man among you who has not 
proven his friendship for me,” he said, looking 
up and around, And to me he added: “You 
must prove it still further by telling fearlessly 
to the world what there will be to tell after I 
have gone, and after my words have been 
proven—the words I have spoken here to- 
night—and which no one among you under- 
stands. .... But you all will understand them. 
And when the last man among you has under- 
stood”—turning again to me—“vou must bear 
witness to the world, bear witness in printed 
page and over your own signature. Do you 
promise ?” 

“Yes,” I said. 

Then very quietly he looked around the 
table, and leaned forward, regarding each man 
in turn. 

“I think,” he said, “that it is time you un- 
derstood exactly the facts about which you 
have forborne to question me. And I mean to 
tell you before we part; I mean to tell you 
the truth concerning Westover and—ali that 
happened. ... And when you know these 
facts, then you may begin to surmise why I 
went to Trebizond, why I remain, and—and— 
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svhat miracle of happiness I have found t! 
—for the third time reincarnated.” 

We were in the gailery as usual, Geral 
and I—the gallery where the carpets of 
East were hung along the shadowy w: 
For lately it was my pieasure to acquire | 
rugs, and it was my profession to furnish « 
pert opinion upon the age and origin of Ori 
tal carpets, and to read and interpret the | 
tories of forgotten emperors and the myste: 
of long-forgotten gods from the colors 
intricate flowery labyrinths tied in silk or \ 
to the warps of some dead sultan’s iustro 
tapestry. 

Here in the long sky gallery hung my | 
rugs against the arabesque incrusted-i\ 
panels—Tabriz, Shiraz, Sehna, and Saruk 
somber blaze of color shot with fire—all ra: 
some priceless; Turkish Kulah, softly sill 
as a golden lion’s hide, Persian Sehna, shin 
mering with rose and violet lights, fierce! 
brilliant rugs from Samarkand, superbly fi 
ered, secreting deep in every floral thick 
traceries of the ancient Mongol conqueror 
Feraghans glowing like jewel-sewn velve 
set with the Herati and the lotus—symbois « 
Egypt or of China. as you please to interpre 
the oldest pattern in the world. 

Far in the gallery’s amber-tinted gloom th: 
red of Ispahan dominated, subduing fiers 
vistas to smoldering harmony through whic! 
like a vast sapphire set in opals, glimmered 
the superb lost Persian blue. 

There was.one other rug, an Ejighur, 
famous so-called “Babilu,”’ or “Carpet 
Belshazzar ;” but it hung alone in imper' 
magnificence behind the locked doors of 
marble room, which it seemed to fill wit! 
soft luster of its own, radiating from tl 
mystic “Tree of Heaven” woven in its cente! 


France Through Cockney Eyes. 
From Oldmeadow’s ‘‘Susan.’’ (John W. Luce 


“T LIKE this letter, Susan,” I said, puttin: 
it down again on the table. 

“Yes, Miss,” said Susan, without enthu 
siasm. - And, afier a pause, she added, “D 
don’t you think, Miss, it begins rather funn: 
‘Ma chére Suzanne.’ ” 

“No,” I answered. “I think the beginnins 
is rather neat. You've forgotten. In our Ia 
letter we told him he might call you Dea 
Susan, but he mustn’t call you My. So, in- 
stead of calling you ‘My,’ he says he’s going 
to call you ‘Ma.’ ” 

“Is that it?” asked Susan, pouting. “We! 
1 don’t think I like it. That’s what my uncle 
Bob used to call my aunt Martha.” 

“Your uncle Bob?” I echoed, stupefied. 

“Yes, Miss. He called my aunt ‘Ma,’ at 
she called him ‘Pa.’ I don’t like it, Miss. 
sounds common.” 

When I had recovered enough gravity. 
iried, for the twentieth: time, to give Susan 
rudimentary lesson in French. She endure 
my efforts with deference; but, underneath, 
could see that her rustic British prejud 
against France and all things French is ! 
shaken. I honestly believe that, in Susan 
opinion, to have set foot in France at all is 
slight lapse from propriety, and a loss of t! 
tinest bloom from the soft cheek of on 
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maiden virtue. In France, the silly creature 
won't even touch beef, just because of some 
stupid tale of Gibson’s about a roast horse. 
She firmly believes that out-and-out French 
men eat bull-frogs toasted whole on a fork; 
and that the French language is a ludicrous 
disability imposed on the natives by a strictly 


From “ Susan.”’ 
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“You ought to oblige him,” I said. “Don’t 
be so limp. Look at the trouble he took to 
get you his own portrait the very same day. 
I’m almost sure there’s a photographer at 
Grandpont. Madame will know. It’s only 
three miles. We'll go in the morning.” 

Oh, no, Miss!” gasped Susan, fluttering 
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SUSAN, 


‘ 


os va Deity as a just punishment for 
ntend Aaa amd foreigners. Susan doesn't 
aaa at herself by learning French 
more than by learning to stammer, or to 


tira eect your photograph, Susan?” I 
' ae “a the subject. “You see he 
veut id you happen to bring one 
‘0, Miss. It’s two years since I had it 


ken, 
re mee took. Then what are you go- 






‘on’t know, Miss.” 


i es 


suddenly into liveliness. “Not in France, 


Miss !” 

“Why not in France?” 

“T shouldn’t like to be photographed in 
France, Miss,” said Susan decidedly. For a 
moment I almost felt as if I had proposed 
mixed bathing to the rector’s virgin aunt. To 
be photographed in France sounded a degree 
or two worse than going to church décolletée. 
But a moment later I felt impatient and an- 
noyed. 

“Very well, Susan,” I said shortly. “You 
may be sure I don’t want to drag myself to 
Grandpont. Do whatever you please.” 
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The Sea Riddle. 


From White and Adams’s “The Mystery.” 
(McClure, Phillips.) 


As for a prearranged scene, the fog-curtain 
parted. There loomed silently and swiftly 
the Laughing Lass. Down she bore upon the 
greater vessel until it seemed as if she must 
ram; but all the time she was veering to 
windward, and now she ran into the wind 
with a castanet rattle of sails. So close 
aboard was she that the eager eyes of Uncle 
Sam’s men peered down upon her empty 
decks—for she was void of life. 

Behind the cruiser’s blanketing she paid off 
very slowly, but presently caught the breeze 
full and again whitened the water at her 
prow. Forgetting regulations, Ives hailed 
loudly: 

“Ahoy, Laughing Lass! Ahoy, Billy Ed- 
wards !” 

No sound, no animate motion came from 
aboard that apparition, as she fell astern. A 
shudder of horror ran across the Wolverine’s 
quarter-deck. A wraith ship, peopled with 
skeletons, would have been less dreadful to 
their sight than the brisk and active desola- 
tion of the heeling schooner. 





From ‘* The Mystery.” 


A MAN WHO WAS A BIT OF A MECHANIC WAS SET TO WORK 


TO OPEN THE CHEST, 
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“Been deserted since early last night,” ; 
Trendon hoarsely. . 

“How can you tell thai?” asked Barnett 

“Both sails reefed down. Ready for 
squall. Been no weather since to call 
reefs. Must have quit her during the squall.” 

“Then they jumped,” cried Carter, “for | 
saw her boats. It isn’t believable.” 

“Neither was the other,” said 
grimly. 

A hurried succession of orders stopped fur 
ther discussion for the time. Ives was s 
aboard the schooner to lower sail and report 
He came back with a staggering dearth of 
formation. The boats were all there; the shi 
was intact—as intact as when Billy Edwards 
had taken charge—but the cheery, lovable en- 
sign and his men had vanished without trace 
or clue. As to the how or the wherefore they 
might rack their brains without guessing 
There was the beginning of a log in the en- 
sign’s handwriting, which Ives had found 
with high excitement and read with bitte: 
disappointment. 

“Had squall from northeast,’ it ran. Dou- 
ble reefed her and she took it nicely. Seems a 
seaworthy, quick ship. Further search for 
log. No result. Have ordered one of crew 
who is a bit of a mechani 
to work at the brass-bound 
chest till he gets it open 
He reports marks on th 
lock as if somebody jad 
been trying to pick it before 
him.” 

There was no further en 
try. 
“Dr. Trendon is right,’ 
said Barnett. “Whatever 
happened —and God onl) 
knows what it could have 
been—it happened just after 
the squall.” 

“Just about the time of 
the strange glow,” cried 
Ives. 


Trend 


The Spell of the Alps. 


From Mason’s “Running 
Water.” (Century.) 


Sytv1a took a last 
over the wide prospect ol 
jagged ridge, ice piimacles 
and rock spires. She looked 
down once more upon th 
slim snow peak of Mont 
Dolent and the grim wal! 
of rocks at the Col. 

“I shall never forget this, 
she said, with shining eyes 
“Never.” 

The fascination of th 
mountains was pon her 
Something new had com 
into her life that morning 
which would never fail he! 
to the very end, whicl 
would color all her days 
however dull, which would 
give her memories in whic! 
to find solace, longing 


lo« k 
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From ‘‘ The Italian Lakes.”’ 
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NESSO, ON LAKE COMO. 


wherewith to plan the future. This she felt 
and some of this her friend understood. 

“Yes,” he said. “You understand the dif- 
ference it makes to one’s whole life. Each 
year passes so quickly looking back and look- 
ing forward.” 

“Yes, I understand,” she said. 

“You will come back?” 

But this time she did not answer at once. 
She stood looking thoughtfully out over the 
bridge of the Argentiére. It seemed to Chayne 
that she was coming slowly to some great de- 
cision which would somehow affect all her life, 
Then she said—and it seemed to him that she 
had made her decision: 

“I do not know. Perhaps I never shall 
come back,” 

They turned away and went carefully down 
the slope. Again her leading guide, who on 
the return journey went last, was perplexed 
by that instinct for the mountain side which 
had surprised him. The technique came to 
her so naturally. She turned her back to the 
slope, and thus descended, she knew just the 
right level at which to drive in the pick of her 
axe that she might lower herself to the next 
hole in their ice-ladder. Finally as they came 
down the rocks by the great couloir to the 
glacier, he cried out: 

_ “Ah! Now, mademoiselle, I know who it 
1s you remind me of. I have been watching 
you. I know now.” 

“Who is it?” 

“An English gentleman I once climbed with 
for a whole season many years ago. A great 
climber, mademoiselle! Captain Chayne will 
know his name. Gabriel Strood.” 

; “Gabriel Strood!” she cried, and then she 
iaughed. “I too know his name. You are 
flattering me, Jean.” 





“T am not, mademoiselle,” he insisted. “I 
do not say you have his skill—how should 
you? But there are certain movements, cer- 
tain neat ways of putting the hands and feet. 
Yes, mademoiselle, you remind me of him.” 

Sylvia thought no more of his words at 
the moment. They reached the lateral giacier, 
descended it and crossed the Glacier d’Argen- 
tiére. They found their stone-encumbered 
pathway of the morning and at three o’clock 
stood ence more upon the platform in front 
of the Pavillon de Lognan. Then she rested 
for a while, saying very little. 

“You are tired?” he said. 

“No,” she replied. “But this day has made 
a great difference to me.” 





An Alpine Fantasy. 


From McCrackan’s ‘“‘The Italian lL.akes."’ 
(L. C. Page.) 


AND so we find ourselves in the far-famed 
gardens of Isola Bella! They constitute a 
veritable park into whose restricted area the 
original designer sought to crowd so much 
of horticultural and sylvan beauty, that per- 
force he was obliged to cause the island to 
bulge up in the centre and rise into a pyra- 
mid to the hight of over one hundred feet 
above the lake surface, in ten tiers or ter- 
races. The gardener had so much to say in 
his art and way, that he had to invent this 
method of expressing himself. Not other- 
wise can cone explain the profusion of super- 
imposed parterres and piazzas decorated with 
statues, rotundas, and belvederes, one more 
elaborate than the other, each with distinct 
characteristics—and each determined not to 
be outdone by the others. There is the grove 
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of Diana, the piazza of Hercules, the exotic 
garden, the grove of love, the grove of pines, 
the palm garden, the rose garden, the grove of 
Julia, the plateau of New Holland, and the 
grove of Elise. It is as though all these 
proofs of Italian garden-art were vying tor 
some point of vantage, in order the better to 
be seen, and thus to be in position to give a 
louder and more conspicuous welcome to the 
visitor of the hour. 

A mass of little paths carefully bordered 
lead maze-like from wonder to wonder. Here 
are tree-like camellias and oleanders, gigantic 
magnolias, myrtles and laurels, stately cedars 
and cypresses. Orange and lemon trees 
abound, and sprinkled about, so as to profit 
by the green background, are vases, grottos, 
and fountains. It is related that Napoleon L., 
strolling in the park, when he halted at Isola 
Bella on his way to the Italian plain, cut the 
ominous word batai/le into the bark of a giant 
laurel-tree. Time has happily obliterated with 
weather stains such effects as might once have 
seemed garish. If there is much vagary in 
the construction of Isola Bella, there is at 
least surprising merit in having hung these 
opulent gardens against the sky-line of the 
barren Alps and caused the naked rock to 
bloom. 


By Motor to Fontainebleau. 


From “Sojourning, Shopping and Studying in Paris.” 
(McClirg.) 


Now that automobiles are so universally 
used, it has become the fashion in Paris to 
motor out into the country for déjeuner or 
for dinner, where there are hotels and res- 
taurants at convenient distances from Paris 
that have the needed accommodation for auto- 
mobilists—dressing-rooms, a garage, etc.—and 
that quite depend on this sort of custom. 
There are many restaurants outside of Paris 
that had become quite second rate, or chiefly 
the resort of foreign tourists, which have 
taken on a new lease of life, and have become 
the rescrt of the gay, world once more. Many 
inns and roadside restaurants farther from 
town that were famous in the days of post 
horses and coaches had become dead and de- 
serted, but now the great tourist cars dash up 
—-with a puff and a snort, it is true, instead 
of with high-stepping horses and a jingle of 
harness—and all again is bustle and con- 
fusion, as in the old days. 

Even in the quiet rustic restaurants of 
France the excellence of the cooking and ser- 
vice is wonderful. Wherever in France car- 
riages are allowed, the motor car may go also; 
and, as is well known, the roads all through 
France are so well built and well kept that 
they are the paradise of the automobilist and 
the cyclist. Some of the places that have 
again sprung into life, in a fashionable way, 
have great historic interest and association, 
such as Fontainebleau, Versailles, Saint-Ger- 
main, etc. The most fashionable of these 
restaurants are the Pavillon Henri rv. at 
Saint-Germain and the Reservoir at Ver- 
sailles; but on Sundays and holidays the 
crowd to be seen at ali these places is very 
mixed. Of these excursions the one to Fon- 
tainebleau is among the best. 
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True Purpose of College Education. 


From Young and Coleman’s “Brown of Harvard. 
(Putnam.) 


Tom and Madden, Tubby and Thurston 
came singing down the walk, preceded by 2 
small, wiry-looking individual, with a thin 
aquiline nose, and deep-set, black, penetrating 
eyes. He wore a heavy sweater, despite th: 
congenial warmth of the atmosphere, and his 
whole attitude was one of alertness, combined 
with an indefinable quality of authority. Vhis 
important personage was none other than 
“Bud” Hall, the professional coach, who was 
very manifestly aware of the immense r 
sponsibility that rested upon his rather slender 
shoulders. On seeing Thorne he stopped 
short and observed in a tone of the deegest 
disgust : 

“Oh, it’s you, is it? Why in hell wasn’t 
you out to-day for practice?” 

“Why,” replied Thorne, in some confusion, 
“I—I was too busy this afternoon—studying.” 

Mr. Hall drew himself up to his full five 
feet seven inches, folded his arms across his 
faded sweater, and surveyed the object of his 
wrath with a fine contempt. 

“Studying! So you were studying, eh? 
So that’s what you came to college for, is it— 
to fritter your valuable time away over books 
and lectures and such damned nonsense. Now 
you just listen to what I have to say. You’v 
got to cut out the study habit if you expect 
to do anything in athletics. What the devil 
did you come to Harvard for, anyway, with 
all that bunch of muscle, and a natural trick 
for rowing? Do you think it’s right or decent 
to stick in a stuffy room reading a book, when 
you ought to be out working and doing your 
duty to the ’Varsity?” 

“I’m very sorry, Mr. Hall. I'll try not to 
miss any more afternoons. But really, it was 
—-it was unavoidable to-day.” 

When they were gone Hall turned to the 
others, the very picture of disgust. 

“He’s—he’s a mucker.” 

“Oh, I sa-ay,” protested Tom. 

“Yes, he is,” the coach continued impet- 
neously, “a mucker, a first-class mucker. ‘The 
idea of a man of his build, taking a place in 
the squad, and then failing to show up for 
practice becavse he had te study! Of course, 
gents, understand me—I know this is no Yale 
race, but that doesn’t excuse a man for shirk 
ing his duty. We’re up against a stiff propo- 
sition, and every son-of-a-gun in that boat 
owes it to the college to do his damnedest.” 
Then turning abruptly to Tom, he backed off 
a few paces, and proceeded to “size him up” 
as if he had been a statuesque work of art. 

“Oh, Kid, Kid,” he exclaimed despairingly, 
“damn you, Kid, why haven’t you got a little 
more weight? If you had, I’d put you in 
rhorne’s place in less time than you could 
shake a rabbit by the tail. Even as it is-- 
you’d make the second-best stroke on the 
river, because you’ve got the nerve and the 
judgment.” 

“Look at that chest and those arms,” he 
cried, turning to the others, “as hard as a 
crowbar!” Tom, feeling that the critical eyes 
of his friends were upon him, swelled out his 
chest to the bursting point, and folded his 
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arms over it with the backs of his hands under 
his biceps, as is the weakness of athletes when 
on exhibition. 

“Ah, it’s a pity he can’t make the eight,” 
almost sobbed the coach, as he continued his 
pinching and prodding. “He’s got the proper 
college spirit. No books for him. No, siree, 


From ‘Brown of Harvard,’’ 


“YOU DON’T FEEL QUITE SO ANGRY AS YOU DID, 


not on your life. He ain’t going to spoil his 





chances by any too much studying. Fresh air 
something doing every minute. He's get- 
ting some good out of his college education. 
Why didn’t you grow a few more inches, 
Kid?” 

Tom hesitated a moment, and then re- 
marked with a fine exhibition of humor: 
Well, I’d been taller, Mr. Hall, fair sir, 
if there hadn’t been so much of me turned 
over for feet,” 





“Down with the Regent |” 


From Sheppard’s ‘‘Running Horse Inn.’’ 
(Lippincott.) 


“WE must not have Kings of this country!” 
Evidently Dr. Watson had no intention yet 


of making an end. But the thoughts that 
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NOW DO You ?” 


were passing through George's brain pos- 
sessed the younger Watson in like fashion, 
and he snatched the occasion at once, 

“This man refused your petition, and yet 
he calls himself the father of his people!” he 
shouted, suddenly, springing forward, and 
thrusting the Doctor in the background, where 
he stood a little disconcerted, with a curious 
mingling of relief and chagrin in his face. 
“The father of his people! Is it not the duty 
of a father to protect his people?” 
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This was more the tone for his audience; 
here was passion, here fire ; his voice was al- 
most a shriek, he foamed at the mouth as he 
worked himself up into a rage of hatred 
against the Regent; and the mob was quick 
to answer his appeal. There was no luke- 
warmness now in their answers. “Yes, yes!” 
they shouted, and looked each at his neigh- 
bour. 

It was curious how the slight, pale, sharp- 
featured lad seemed suddenly transformed. 
In the room at Dean Street, pirouetting 
round as he made his speech, he had seemed 
merely ridiculous; the presence of the sway- 
ing, thrilling crowd gave him a measure of 
dignity—or,. if not dignity, of importance and 
command. George eyed him, and listened to 
him with envy and jealousy, but with tingling 
blood. The infection of revolt caught him, 
and had him now thoroughly in its grip. “T’ll 
follow him,” he muttered. “Tll speak to them 
when he finishes. He sows—l’ll reap.” He 
could scarcely restrain himself, even then, 
from rushing forward and shouting, “I wili 
lead you!” 

“There is scarcely a luxury he spares,” 
shrieked Watson, “because he knows it comes 
out of your pockets. Out of vour pockets! 
Will Englishmen be trod on like the poor 
African slaves in the West Indies? We have 
asked for help; what have we received? They 
dole out a little ox-cheek soup, a little ox- 
bone broth, and want us to go down on our 
knees and thank them. They rob us, like high- 
waymen, of all we have; and tell us toe be 
grateful when they give us a penny back to 
pay the turnpike. If they will not give us 
what we want, shall we not take it?” 

“Yes, yes!” roared a thousand throats. 

“Are you ready to take it?” 

Again the roar of answer, fierce and sinister. 

George edged forward. His throat was dry; 
his fists clenched and unclenched; in another 
second he would rush forward, and, thrust- 
ing aside Watson, usurp his place and influ- 
ence. Oh, the moment that he had longed for 
was waiting for him to grasp it! Here were 
the people, ripe for revolt; here the conditions, 
leading to power—perhaps a throne—and yet 
he hesitated. 

“Yes, yes!” “We're ready!” Damn the 
Regent!” Down with the Government! 
Down with the oppressors!” 

“Will you go and take it?” 

“Yes! “We’re ready.” Yes!” 

“If I jump down among you, will you come 
and take it?” 

“Yes, yes!” There was a tumult of assent. 
Each question rang louder, mounting to the 
climax; the air was electric. Now fists were 
in the air; sticks and implements were brand- 
ished, weapons produced as if by magic. 

“Will you follow me?” 

vase oN 

“Weapons, weapons!” “To the Bank! To 
the Old Lady!” “No, no, weapons first! 
Arms, arms!” “Break open the gunsmiths’, 
my lads!” “Down with the Regent!” “To the 
Tower!” “Yes, to the Tower! The Old 
Man, my lads—the Tower!” “To the Lord 
Mayor !” 
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The Self-Sufficient Crook. 
From Vance’s “The Brass Bowl.” (Bobbs-M 


SHE nodded alertly, instantaneously 
tress of seif; and let her gaze, serious 
half smiling, linger upon his the exact 
tional shade of an instant Jonger than 
been, perhaps, discreet. Then lashes dro 
long upon her cheeks, and her color d 
ened all but imperceptibly. 

The man’s breath halted, then came a | 
more rapidly than before. He bent fory 
impulsively. ... The girl sighed, eve: 
gently. 

“T was thoughtful. . . 
you know.” 

His attitude was an eager question. 

“T mean our meeting—that way, last nig! 
She held his gaze again, momentarily, and 

“Damn the waiter!” quoth savageiy \| 
Anisty to his inner man, sitting back to faci 
tate the service of their meal. 

The girl placated him with an insignifica: 
remark which led both into a maze of m 
ingless but infinitely diverting inconsequences 
diverting, at least, to Anisty, who held un | 
head, giving her back look for icok, jest for 
jest, platitude for platitude (when the wait 
was within hearing distance): aitogether, | 
felt, acquitting himself very creditably. . . 

As for the girl, in the course of the next 
half or three-quarters of an hour she demon 
strated herself conclusively a person of amaz 
ing resource, developing with admirable i 
genuity a campaign planned on the spur of 
chance observation. The gentle mannered and 
self-sufficient crook was taken captive before 
he realized it, however willing he may have 


It’s ail so st: 


‘been. Enmeshed in a hundred uncompre- 


hended subtleties, he basked, purring, the 
while she insinuated herself beneath his guard 
and stripped him of his entire armament of 
cunning, vigilance, invention, suspicion, and 
distrust. 

He reliquished them without a sigh, barely 
conscious of the spoliation. After aii, she 
was of his trade, herself mired with guilt; 
she would never dare betray him, the conse- 
quences to herself would be so dire. 

Besides, patently—almost too much s0— 
she admired him. He was her hero. Had 
she not more than hinted that such was the 
case, that his example, his exploits, had fired 
her to emulation—however weakly feminine? 

.. » He saw her before him, dainty, alluring, 
yielding, yet leading him on; altogether desir- 
able. And so long had he, Anisty, starved for 
affection! ... ; 

“I am sure you must be dying for a smoke. 

“Beg pardon!” He awoke abruptly, to find 
himself twirling the sharp-ribbed stem of his 
empty glass. 

No matter. It was clearly to be seen thal 
her regard for him had waxed rather than 
waned as a result of their conversation. One 
had but to look into her eyes to be reassured 
as to that. One did look, breathing heavily. 
... What an ingenuous child it was, to 
show him her heart so freely! He wondered 
that this should be so, feeling it none the less 
a just and graceful tribute to his fascinattons. 


> 
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The Other Side of the Looking-Glass. 
From De Morgan's ‘‘Alice-for-Short.” (Holt.) 


AutceE had misgivings that she did under- 
stand the expression of Caroline the second 
housemaid’s face. She had seen it on other 
faces elsewhere, and it had led up to mono- 
syllables, such as brat, or chit; and when it 
appeared on her mother’s had preceded slaps, 
spanks, or boxes on the ear. It could not 
lead to them here, because had she not a pro- 
tector; who would be as good as father, quite, 
on that point? But she quailed a little before 
the second housemaid, and held on tighter 
than before to Mr. Charles’s hand. 

“You come along, Miss Kavanagh, and 
don’t you be frightened,” said he. And they 
went into the house. Oh, it was big! It was 
clearly the largest house in the world. 

Mr. Charles wasn’t the least frightened him- 
self. On the contrary, Alice had the impres- 
sion that so far from being afraid of the gen- 
tleman with a tray whom they met on the way, 
that gentleman was afraid of him: as he called 
him Sir whenever he spoke, and she knew 
from Teacher at Sunday School that you 
ought always to say Sir. Not to every one of 
course, but when addressing Olympus. This 
must be a case of Olympus. 

“Nobody down now of course, Phillimore,” 
said Mr. Charles. 

“Well, no, Sir! At least not at present——” 
And Phillimore coughed respectfully, to apol- 
ogize for presumption in seeming to defend 
the Family. His defence seemed to be that 
though nobody was down now, at present, 
many would be down now, very soon, if you 
would only give them time. “I think that’s 
Miss Margaret’s door,” he continued, and his 
words received a meaning they would else 
—_ lacked, from implication of sound noted 
afar. 

“You toddle in there, Miss Kavanagh. No- 
body’ll bite you.” And Alice toddled into a 
iront parlour with a pane of glass in a frame 
on the rug before a beautiful fire, and a parrot 
walking about on the ceiling of his cage, up- 
side down. Alice felt glad that nobody would 
bite, but for all that she wouldn’t have trusted 
that parrot. 

“Minute anybody comes,” said he, with per- 
fect distinctness, “he stops talking.” And 
then he shrieked worse than the railway, and 
afterwards said it again. Alice suspected 
him of not being in carnest, from something 
: - manner. Then, she knew nothing of 
arrots. 

A dress that came down the stairs, and that 
would have rustled if it had been silk, made a 
Warm, soft sound instead, owing to its ma- 
terial. It stopped, and whoever was in it ap- 
peared to kiss Mr. Charles. 

What’s the row?” said he. This couldn’t 
be because he was kissed, and it wasn't. 

“Why, just look at you!” said a warm soft 
\oice, like the dress—only for all that, it filled 
the whole place so that you could hear it 
quite plain when the parrot was quiet. He 
wasn't though, this time, and said twice over: 
he minute anybody comes, he stops talk- 
ing, and shrieked each time. So Alice didn’t 
catch the rest of the speech, but she began 





joving Mr. Charles’s sister (which of course 
it was) from the sound, before ever she set 
eyes on her. 

“You shut up and J’ll tell about it, Peg,” 
said he. And then he dropped his voice down 
low, and went on talking ever so long. But 
when his sister’s exclamations came in, Alice 
could hear them quite plain—“Oh, Charley, 
how terrible!”—“Oh, you good boy!’—‘“But 
is the mother killed?—Tell me all the ends 
first, that’s a dear!” Then Mr. Charles said 
something she would have heard only for the 
parrot. Then came more exclamations at in- 
tervals. “In the Infirmary?”—“What was it 
—a hammer?”’—and then after a good deal 
of very earnest underspeech from her brother 
—“Oh, Charley, how awful! And he was 
actually poi——” And then Mr. Charles said 
hush, “because of her”’—-and they were quiet 
a few seconds. And then the sister said sud- 
denly, “Poor little thing!—Where is she?” 

“In here,” said Mr. Charles, coming in. 
And oh how beautiful his sister was, and how 
Alice did love her! 

“Why, you poor little white, desolate baby,” 
said she, stooping to her and kissing her cheek, 
and then put her hair back off her forehead, 
because it was so rough and untidy. And 
Alice was afraid it might be a mistake, and 
when she saw quite plain she might find out, 
and be sorry she had kissed her. But it was 
all right; and actually, she kissed her again. 
“Afterwards will do,” said she, inexplicably. 
And the perrot said again as before, “Minute 
anybody comes, he stops talking,” but this 
time laughed—“Ho, ho, ho—ho,” and ended 
with a shriek. 


“No Worthless Heirs to Make a Mockery of 
My Life.” 


From Phillips’s ‘“‘The Second Generation.” 
(Appleton.) 


At the corner of Cherry Lane, old Boling- 
broke, many times a millionaire thanks to a 
thriving woolen factory, came up behind him 
and cried out, “Well, young man! This is 
scmething like.” Ip his enthusiasm he put his 
arm through Arthur’s. “As soon as I read 
your father’s will, I made one myself,” he 
continued as they hurried along at Boling- 
broke’s always furious speed. “I always did 
have my boys at work; I send ’em down half 
an hour before me every morning. But it oc- 
curred to me they might bury their enthusiasm 
in the cemetery along with me.” He gave his 
crackling, snapping laugh that was strange 
and even startling in itself, but seemed the 
natural expression of his snapping eyes and 
tight-curling, wiry whiskers and hair. “So I 
fixed up my will. No pack of worthless heirs 
to make a mockery of my life and teachings 
after I’m gone. No, sir-ee!” 

Arthur was more at ease. “Appearances” 
were no longer against him—distinctly the re- 
verse. He wondered that his vanity could 
have made him overlook the fact that what he 
was about to do was as much the’ regular or- 
der in prosperous Saint X, throughout the 
West for that matter, as posing as a European 
gentleman was the regular order of the “upper 
classes” of New York and Boston—and that 
even there the European gentleman was a re- 
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cent and rather rare importation. And Bol- 
ingbroke’s hearty admiration, undeserved 
though Arthur felt it to be, put what he 
thought was nerve into him and stimulated 
what he regarded as pride. “After all, I’m 
not really a common workman,” reflected he. 
“It’s like mother helping Mary.” And he felt 
still better when, passing the little millinery 
shop of “Wilmot & Company” arm in arm 
with the great woolen manufacturer, he saw 
Estelle Wilmot—sweeping out. Estelle would 
have looked like a story-book princess about 
royal business, had she been down on her 
knees scrubbing a sidewalk. He was glad she 
didn’t happen to see him, but he was gladder 
that he had seen her. Clearly, toil was be- 
ginning to take on the appearance of “good 
form.” 

He thought pretty well of himself all that 
day. Howells treated him like the proprie- 
tor’s son; Pat Waugh, foreman of the cooper- 
age, put “Mr. Arthur” or “Mr. Ranger” into 
every sentence; the workingmen addressed 
him as “sir,” and seemed to appreciate his 
talking as affably with them as if he were un- 
aware of the precipice of caste which stretched 
from him down to them. He was in a pleas- 
ant frame of mind as he went home and 
bathed and dressed for dinner. And, while 
he knew he had really been in the way at the 
cooperage and had earned nothing, yet—his 
ease about his social status permitting—he 
felt a sense of self-respect which was of an 
entirely new kind, and had the taste of the 
fresh air of a keen, clear winter day. 

This, however, could not last. The estate 
was settled up; the fiction that he was of the 
proprietorship slowly yielded to the reality; 
the men, not only those over him but also 
those on whose level he was supposed to be, 
began to judge him as a man. “The boys 
say,” growled Waugh to Howells, “that he 
acts like one of them damn spying dude sons 
proprietors sometimes puts in amiong the men 
to learn how to work “em harder for less. He 
don’t seem to catch on that he’s got to get his 
money out of his own hands.” 

“Touch him up a bit,” said Howells, who 
had worshiped Hiram Ranger and in a meas- 
ure understood what had been in his mind 
when he dedicated his son to a life of labor. 
“Tf it becomes absolutely necessary I'll talk 
to him. But maybe you can do the trick.” 


Christ-Maiden and Viking. 
From Gress’s “The Star of Valhalla.” (Stokes.) 


Tuy picture of Christ as One who ruled 
by icve, who wished no blood spilt in his 
name, was as new to me at the Autumn Sac- 
rifce as it was to the worshippers of Odin,” 
said Olaf. “I know not from whence thou 
didst get this picture oi a religion which 
should conquer by tenderness, and long-suf- 
fering, and humility; for I have been in the 
very heart of Christendom—have been at 
Rome—and seen the Christians there punish 
unbelievers with cruel torture, thinking that 
by so doing they were serving Christ. The 
laws of Christian countries are not those 
that thou dost hold to; and the priests of the 
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Church do not live as thou hast said a ( 
tian should live. 

“T tell thee of this that is in my hear 
thine eyes reproach me for my Christi: 
because they flashed scorn in my face \ 
attempted to please the people by atte: 
the Sacrifice; because thou dost seem to 
that I should be different since I prof 
be a Christian. I do not know how to be 
different. I am a warrior, and love the ; 
of battle and the clash of arms. | 
serve Christ, save by the might of my s\ 
and I know of no man who serves his | 
in any other or better way. Thou may: 
right; but thy creed cannot live whil 
blood of warriors flows in men’s veins; 
when will it not so flow? If we forgave 
enemies, they would trample us under 
feet. Ii we were kind to all men, we wo 
soon be beggars and wanderers upon 
earth.” 

Persea stopped him. 

“Nay. Thy love wouid win more fri 
than thy sword; and kindness more gain th 
compulsion. Suppose thine enemies could 
brought to believe in Christ as I do? Su 
pose all men, all nations ruled by love: ‘J! 
is what the true Christian would striv: 
bring to pass.” 

Olaf shook his head. 

“Thou art a woman, and canst not know t! 
violence of men. That which thou hast said 
is impossible. Never could such conditions 
come upon the earth. Yet, if all were like 
thee, what a wonderful world this would be!” 

He stood still, and gazed thoughtfully out 
of the tiny window. He was trying to picture 
the world as Persea would teach men to make 
it; and in spite of his doubt, he could see 
colour-tints of truth that his soul told him 
would never fade. As he stood thus, Persea 
answered him: 

“What I have said is not impossible. [hat 
which the Sacred Word tells us to do, we can 
do. I have known and tried the Truth; and I 
have found that wonderful trust and love and 
strength does abide with me. Know, King 
Olaf, that to be the Christian that Christ 
wants, ’tis not needful to look to the priests. 
Find cut what the Truth is for thyself; and 
then thou wilt feel its power and wilt desire 
to follow it. Lastly will come a great lov: 
for the God of Truth which shall purify thy 
soul, and make thee wish to be like Christ. 
Yea, thou wilt Jearn to love thy fellow men, 
and to labor for them as Christ loved an 
labored; and thou shalt find thyself even 
ready to die for his Name’s sake!” 

Olaf listened; and though he could 
grasp the full meaning of her speech, the 
was one thought, like a bright thread of go! 
in an intricate pattern, which his mind fo! 
lowed and believed. Therefore he answere 
_“I know that thou hast done strange things 
since thou hast been one of my household 
know Ingiborg says thou art an angel in ¢! 
thoughts and deeds. I know the thralls lo 
thee to madness because thou art kind 
them; but ’tis thy nature to be kind. A w 
from the wild fjelds would love thee if th 
didst but let thine eyes rest on him. Yea 
thou censt rule by love. Thou canst spe4 
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to the strongest arm that ever wielded sword, 
and make it as weak as a reed before thee. 
Rule me, O Christ Maiden, by thy love! 
Then I will lie at thy feet and do whatsoever 
thou shalt command—even to sheathing my 
sword. Only love me, and let me love thee!” 

He knelt again, this time close to her; and 
bent his head to kiss her white hand upon 
the arm of the couch; but she drew it quickly 
away. 

Olaf locked sadly into her face. 

“Not even a touch of thy hand? Why dost 
thou deny me this—a drop of water to a 
soul that is dying of thirst for thee.” 

Persea trembled. This tenderness was 
harder to endure than his arrogance. 

“T see that thou hast never known the 
Christ-love; and I understand thy Christian- 
ity better than before; but I do not under- 
stand thy love. Hast thou forgotten my 
words just a brief time since? Thy words of 
love to me are of no avail. When thou 
knowest that I am not free to love, thou art 
only blackening thy honour and thy soul by 
thy persistence. Leave me. Find some one 
who is free to listen to thee.” 

Olaf leaned one arm upon his upright knee, 
and bending forward, looked at her with eyes 
that burned with passion. 

“Hush! Speak not again of any other; lest 
I forget and do some rash act. There is a 
part of my life I have not yet toid thee. 
Listen.” 





The Feet of the Children. 
From Norman Duncan’s ‘The Cruise of the Shining 
Light.” (Harper.) 


“Once of a still night at Twist Tickle 
(when I was grown to be eleven) my uncle 
came betimes to my room to make sure that 
I was snug in my sleep. 

“ Dannie,’ he whispered, ‘is you awake?’ 

“IT made no answer. 

“‘Ah, Dannie, isn’t you?’ 

“Still I would not heed him. 

“IT wisht you was,’ he sighed, ‘for I’m 
wonderful lonely the night, lad, an’ wantin’ 
t’ talk a spell.’ 

“Twas like a child’s beseeching. I was 
awake at once—wide awake for him: moved 
by the wistfulness of this appeal to some per- 
ception of his need. 

“*An’ is you comfortable, Dannie, lyin’ 
there in your own little bed?’ 

Ae, eae.” 

“*An’ happy?’ 

“‘Grand, sir! said I. 

“He crept softly to my bed. ‘You don’t 
mind?’ he whispered. I drew my feet away 
to make room. He sat down, and for a mo- 
ment patted me with the tenderness of a 
woman. ‘You don’t mind?’ he ventured 
again, in diffidence. I did not mind (but 
would not tell him so); nay, so far was I 
from any objection that I glowed with content 
in this assurance of loving protection from 
the ills of the world. ‘No?’ said he. ‘I’m 
glad o’ that: for I’m so wonderful old an’ 
lonely, an’ you're sort o’ all I got, Dannie, t’ 
fondle. ’Tis pleasant t’ touch a thing that’s 
young an’ not yet smirched by sin and trouble. 
lis some sort o’ cure for the souls o’ broken 
folk, I’m thinkin’. An’ you don’t mind? I’m 
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glad o’ that. You're gettin’ so wonderful old 
yourself, Dannie, that I was a bit afeared. A 
baby yesterday an’ a man the morrow! 


“And now the lower stars were paling in a 
far-off flush of light. I had been disquieted, 
but was by this waxing glow made glad that 
the sea and rock of the world were to lie un- 
covered of their shadows while vet I was 
awake. ’Twas a childish prayer—too simple 
in terms and petition (as some may think) for 
the lad that was I to utter, grown tall and 
broad and lusty for my years; but how sufh- 
cient (I recall) to still the fears of night! I 
sat up in my bed, peering through the window 
to catch the first glint of the moon and watch 
her rise dripping, as I used to fancy, from the 
depths of the sea. 

“But they stray!’ my uncle complained. 

“Twas an utterance most strange. ‘Uncle 
Nick,’ I asked, ‘what is it that strays?’ 

“*The feet o’ children,’ he answered. 

“By this I was troubled. 

“*They stray, he repeated. ‘Ay: ’tis as 
though the Shepherd minded not at all.’ 

“*Will my feet stray?’ 

“He would not answer: and then all at once 
I was appalled—who had not feared before. 

“*Tell me!’ I demanded. 

“He reached out and touched my hand—a 
fleeting, diffident touch—and gently answered, 
‘Ay, lad; your feet will stray.’ 

“No, no!’ I cried. 

“*The feet of all children,’ said he. “Tis 
the way o’ the world. They isn’t mothers’ 
prayers enough in all the world t’ change the 
Shepherd’s will. He’s wise—the Shepherd o’ 
the lambs.’ 

“®Tis sad, then,’ I expostulated, ‘that the 
Shepherd haves it so.’ 

‘ce ‘Sad r 

“*Ay— wondrous sad.’ 

““T’m not able t’ think ’tis said,’ said he. 
“Tis wise, Dannie, I’m thinkin’, t’ have the 
lads wander in strange paths. I’d not have un 
suffer fear an’ sorrow, God knows! not one 
poor lad of all the lads that ever was. I'd’ 
suffer for their sins meself an’ leave un go 
scot free. Not one but I’d be glad t’ do it for, 
But still ’tis wise, I’m thinkin’, that they 
should wander an’ learn for theirselves the 
trouble o’ false ways. I wisht,’ he added, 
simply, ‘that they was another plan—some 
plan t’ save un sorrow while yet it made un 
men. But J can’t think o’ none.’ ” 





A Salem Witchcraft Hoax. 


From Peterson’s ‘‘Dulcibel.”” (Winston.) 


TURNING to the young Englishman, the 
Squire said in his usual stern tones :—“Ellis 
Raymond, you are brought before authority, 
upon high suspicion of sundry acts of witch- 
craft. Now tell us the truth of this matter.” 

But no answer came from the accused. 
Then, when all eyes were intently regarding 
him, he gave a wild shriek, and fell out- 
stretched upon the platform. 

“Let me to him!” said Dr. Griggs, elbowing 
+his way through the crowd. “TI said a month 
ago that an ‘evil hand’ was upon him; and 
now I am certain of it.” 

Master Raymond had not been an attentive 
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observer of the recent trials for nothing; and 
he now gave the audience an exhibition which 
would compare favorably with the best, even 
with Mistress Ann Putnam’s and Abigail 
William’s. His face became shockingly con- 
torted, and he writhed and twisted and turned 
convulsively. He tore imaginary spectral 
hands from around his neck. He pushed 
imaginary weights from off his breast. He 
cried, “Take them away! Pray, take them 
away!” until the whole company were very 
much affected; and even the magistrates were 
greatly astounded. 

Dr. Griggs loosened his collar and unbut- 
toned his doublet, and had water brought to 
sprinkle his face,.keeping up a running fire 
of words at the same time, to the effect that 
he knew, and had said, at least a month be- 
fore, that Master Raymond had an “evil hand” 
upon him. 

“Who is it hurts you?” at length asked 
credulous Squire Hathorne. 

“See, there is the yellow bird!” cried the 
young man, staring into vacancy. “He is 
coming to peck my eyes out! Kill it! kill it!” 
dashing his hands out from his face violently. 
“Has no one a sword—pray do try to kill it!” 

Here an impetuous young villager, standing 
by, drew his rapier, and stabbed violently in 
the direction of the supposed spectral bird. 

“Oh! Oh! You almost killed it! See, 
there are some of its feathers!” And three 
vellow feathers were seen floating in the air; 
being small chicken feathers with which he 
had been provided that very morning by 
Uncle Robie, the jailer; and which the adroit 
Master Raymond rightly thought would have 
a prodigious effect. 

And the result was fully equal to his expec- 
tations. From that moment, it was evident 
that he had all the beholders with him; and 
Squire Hathorne, disposed as he had been to 
condemn him almost without a hearing, was 
completely staggered. He had the feathers 
from the “yellow bird” carefully placed upon 
his desk, with the purpose of transmitting 
them at once to Master Cotton Mather who, 
with these palpable proofs of the reality of 
the spectral appearance would be able utterly 
to demolish all the skeptical unbelievers. 





“Romance en Automobile.” 
From Paternoster’s **The Lady of the Blue Motor.” 
(L. C. Page.) 
“Dogs not every automobilist who looks at 
the automobile journals know the face of Mr. 


«Geoffrey Hardinge?” she asked. 


“Let me assure you that Mr. Geoffrey 
Hardinge is very much at your service,” I 
answered, though I am afraid that I mumbled 
the words in my mask, for the unknown 
laughed again. 

“T am more grateful than I can explain,” 
-she said, “for I am afraid that I am going to 
make some demands upon your good nature.” 
She paused a moment before continuing, 
“There are few men I would trust, and 
though I know your face you are a stranger 

99 
I spoke up stoutly. 
me.” 


“T think you may trust 


“T think I may,’ she replied slowly, 
think I may.” Then, moving from the driv: 
seat, and leaning over towards me, she | 
her hand on my arm and continued earnest! 
“Can I trust you to preserve absolute sile: 
as to anything you may witness to-nig! 
Can I trust you not only to keep silence, bi: 
to make no effort te seek any explanation 
anything that may happen, nor attempt 
discover who the actors may happen to be?’ 

My native common sense had not quite « 
serted me, for I hesitated before I answe 
diplomatically, “Well, you see, madame, 
have the advantage of me in knowing who | 
am. Is it quite fair that I should be take: 
blindfold into something—anything—which 
——?” I stumbled over the word criminal! 
which was on the tip of my tongue, in a vain 
attempt to express my meaning more deli 
cately. 

The unknown lady apprehended my mean 
ing, though I had not given the word utter 
ance. 

“I comprehend,” she answered earnestly, 
“and believe me, Mr. Hardinge, I will ask 
you to do nothing which may cost an honour- 
able man’s conscience a single moment’s un 
easiness. Indeed I do not ask you to do any- 
thing, only to be near me in case of need.” 

She spoke with so perfect an accent of truth 
that my reluctance to promise vanished. 

“You may command me,” I said simply. 

“Thank you,” she murmured, “thank you;” 
and, changing the subject abruptly, she said, 
“Can you tell me the time?” 

I got at my watch with some difficulty and 
iound that the hands marked a few minutes 
to six. 

“My anxiety has brought me to the ren- 
dezvous too early,” she said, “though I must 
not regret it, since it has assured me of your 
assistance. Now,” she continued, “let me tell 
you all that I need you to do.” She raised 
her hand and pointed into the darkness 
ahead. “About a couple of hundred yards 
farther on, at six o’clock exactly, a passenger 
awaits me. With that passenger I am return- 
ing to Paris.” 

“And you fear that he ” T began. 

She laughed again. “No, I have no fear of 
my passenger,” she remarked, “but we may be 
pursued. If soI shall want you, if it is within 
your power, to delay my pursuer. I do not 
think that anything can catch me until I reach 
the barrier, and then if I can get ten minutes’ 
start I shall be safe. I want you to ensure 
tor me that ten minutes.” 

“And I shali never see you again?” The 
words dropped from my lips involuntarily. 

“Who knows?” she replied. “Only if we 
do meet and you should recognize me, I shal! 
depend upon your forgetting that you ever 
tollowed a blue car from Versailles to the 
——’ she stopped at the word and left me as 
much in the dark as ever as to where I was— 
“and from thence to Paris. Promise me you 
will forget,” she demanded, with a pretty im- 
periousness which one associates with the 
demands of pretty women. 

Z Chat were impossible,” I answered, 
though I will promise to act as though [ 
had forgotten.” 
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A Dangerous Dog. 


From White’s “The Midnight Guest.” (T. J. 
McBride & Son.) 


“OnE moment,” Vera said. Caution had 
suddenly returned to her, and there was some- 
thing in the eager light in the man’s eyes now 
that warned her to be careful. “I shall be glad 
if you will let me know who you are. What 
is your name, for instance?” 

The gleam in the stranger’s eyes deepened 
in intensity, a quick frown knitted his brows. 

“Can it in the least matter?” he demanded. 
“You have received the letter, and it is only 
for you to obey.” 

There was a peremptory ring in the speech 
which Vera did not like at all. She realized 
that she was in a lonely part of the grounds, 
and that, in case of need, assistance was a 
long way off. She began to wish that she 
had been more prudent. After all, the whole 
thing might be a plot against her happiness, a 
scheme into which she had fallen without 
asking herself a single question. These 
dovbts became something iike certainties when 
the stranger strode past her and cut off all 
means of retreat. 

“You are wasting my time,” he said, “and 
time is precious to-night. It is only a matter 
of half an hour altogether, and then you will 
be back with your friends once more. If i 
were not anxious for your welfare do you 
suppose I would be here at all?” 

The speaker’s English was good enough, but 
Vera did not fail to detect the foreign accent 
behind it. She was becoming afraid now. 
Her heart was beating faster. She turned to 
see if assistance might not be at hand. But 
the thick belts of shrubs cut off all sounds. 
She could hear absolutely nothing in the di- 
rection of the house. And then there was an- 
other cause for fear. Surely she could hear 
something creeping stealthily through the 
bushes. She.listened again, and the footsteps 
seemed to grow closer. Then the bushes 
parted, and a great black head and a pair of 
gleaming éyes emerged, followed by a long, 
heavy body that crept up to Vera’s side and 
rubbed against her dress. A cry of thankful- 
ness escaped her. 

“Bruno!” she panted. 
here ?” 

Then she remembered the dog had followed 
them from Park Lane. He had been tied up 
by Walter in the shrubbery, and the broken 
cord attached to his collar told the rest of the 
story. | The great hound lifted his head. The 
glittering amber-coloured eves were turned 
on the stranger, and a deep grow! came from 
the depths of the dog’s throat. The small 
man in evening dress stepped back. 

That dog is very dangerous,” he stam- 
mered. 
5 “Not while I am here,” Vera said coldly, 
though, perhaps if he met you here alone 
you might have cause for uneasiness. And 
now, sir, will you be so good as to tell me 
your name r 

Amati,” the stranger said sullenly. “But 
what does it matter? You have made up 
your mind by this time whether you are com- 
ing with me or not. You know perfectly well, 
from the letter in your possession, that i am 


“How did you get 





a messenger from your mother. I have a cab 
outside the lane, and I can take you to her at 
once. I pledge you my word that you shall 
be back in half an hour.” 

Still Vera hesitated. 
refused to be lulled. 

“It would be an easy matter for my mother 
to have come here,” she said. “There is not 
the slightest chance of being interrupted. And 
seeing that time is so short e 

The last words were inaudible, for there 
was a shrill whistle somewhere in the garden, 
and the dog by Vera’s side whined uneasily. 
As Vera stooped to soothe him she twisted 
her handkerchief in the hound’s collar. She 
recognized the whistle as Walter’s. Then she 
gave a sign and the great beast bounded 
away. 


Still her suspicions 








Baby Spanked for Wanting Prayers. 
(Century Co.) 


and 


From “Confessions of a Daddy.” 


MARTHY jumped across the room 
grabbed me by the arm. 

“Hiram!” she cried eager, “You won’t be 
too severe? You won’t git mad and hurt 
her ?” 

“Marthy,” I says, “if you want to spank 
her, do so. If you want me to spank her, 
don’t you mix in.” 

Well, I went into that bedroom. Deedee 
left off cryin’ when she seen me, and in the 
dim light I could see her standin’ in the crib. 
I stuck out my hand to take her, and she 
hung on to it. 

“Papa, laim!” she begged. 

“Edith,” I says, hoarse in my _ throat, 
“vou’ve been naughty. Papa told you to go 
to sleep, and mama told you to go to sleep. 


- When we teli you to go to sleep, you've got 


to go to sleep. 

“Papa, laim!” she says, impatient. 

“Be quiet!” I says, “be quiet, or I will 
spank you!” 

She gave one long, lingerin’ cry for “Jaim.” 

I took a long breath, and lifted up my 
hand, and—and—I ain’t a-goin’ to tell about 
that. Let’s go into the other room. 

There set the three other grown-ups, holdin’ 
their hands over their ears, with pained lookin’ 
faces. Even at that they heard the sound of a 
dozen short, sharp claps, and the sound of the 
quick cries, and then there was a silent spell, 
only broke by the great big sobs of the little 
kid in the next room—sobs that sort of ex- 
pioded their way out, shaki’ the little body 
till the crib rattied. The sobbin’ got weaker 
and weaker, and come further apart, and I 
stole out of the bedroom, wipin’ my face with 
my handkerchief. 

“T think she'll be a good girly now,” 
grand-daddy, gentle-like. 

“IT hope she will,” says Marthy in reply to 
grand-daddy, and that minute from the bed- 
room come Deedee’s voice. 

“Papa!” it pleaded. 

“Papa, kiss,” says 
pleadin’. 

Well, I rather guess we all kissed her! We 
hugged her until she was gaspin’ for breath, 
and she smiled at us, and forgive us all, even 
while the sobs come once in a while to inter- 
fere with her smilin’, 


says 


Deedee, soft and 
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“Ain’t she a dear, dear baby?” cried 
Marthy. “Poor little thing!” 

When we had loved her enough to spoil 
any good the spankin’ had done, Marthy drove 
us out. 

“Come, deary,” she says to Deedee, “say 
your little prayers, mama forgot.” 

Deedee pressed up against her ma’s knee, 
joyous. 

“Now I—” Marthy prompts her. 

“Nowee—” says Deedee. 

“Lay me—” says Marthy. 

“Laim” says Deedee, tickled as you please, 
and then wonderin’ why the whole lot of us 
shouts out “Laim!” of a sudden, and why we 
laugh, and crowd ’round her, and kiss her, and 
kiss her! 

“Poor baby!” says Marthy. “To be spanked 
for wantin’ to say her prayers!” 

“By George!” says Uncle Edward. “Talk 
about your martyrs! She beats the whole 
bunch !” 


’ 





Coeducation Versus Romance. 
From Lovett’s “A Winged Victory.” (Duffeld.) 


THE room was done in dull greens and 
browns. At one side was a piano, with a 
crowded music cabinet beside it. On the wall 
were pictures, photographs of paintings and 
statues of women, Botticelli’s Venus, and 
Ingres’ Source, and some of Rodin’s. The 
lamp was supported by a bronze girl, with a 
long, graceful body and flaming hair. Dora 
took her shamed eyes to the bookcase where, 
at least in the backs of the books, there was 
nothing to appal her. So many French au- 
thors, however, was suspicious—Maupassant, 
Bourget, Anatole France. Among the Eng- 
lish works were many on psychology and so- 
ciology, and a few names, Edward Carpenter 
and Havelock Ellis, turned up frequently. 

“You read a good deal, don’t you?” said 
Dora. 

She had been so thoroughly submerged that 
evening that the sound of her voice was 
strange to her. 

“Not I,” said Constance. “I used to when 
I was a Freshman. How do you like your 
coffee? Strong and black, the way I take it?” 

Dora made no protest, but took her cup of 
thick, dark syrup. 

“Come and sit beside me on the couch, and 
talk to me,” said Constance. 

“Well. said Dora, as she settled herself 
Turk fashion, “1’d like to ask about the men. 
Who is Mr. Brown?” 

“Bobby Brown? He’s a graduate student 
and helps in the English Department, of which 
he is the pride and joy. He knows the town, 
and something about art and music, and likes 
to be decadent.” 

“I thought Mr. Brown very kind and rather 
amusing,” said Dora, politely. 

“You think J want to talk about men,” said 
Constance, suddenly smiling. “Tt don’t. I 
don’t care a primeval curse for the whole sex. 
Je suis féministe, trés féministe. I mean that 
I like women a lot better, and find then: a lot 
more worth while.” 

Dora laughed. “It was stupid of me,” she 
said. “But you were talking at dinner about 
getting up dances, and that sort of thing--——” 


’ 








{No. 1843] May 25, 10 





“Oh, that’s because this is a coeducation 
school. That puts a false standard on eve: 
thing. Success among women means winni! 
out with the men, and vice versa. But ho: 
estly, the man I like best here is Levere 
Raymond, because he won’t have anything 
do with the college girls. He’s a perfectl; 
good kid—that boy.” 

“But don’t you believe that men and wome 
ought to associate together in college, wide: 
ing each other’s point of view, and that sort 
of thing?” 

Dora quoted earnestly the sentiments o' 
Miss Peaks on this subject. 

“Not on your life,” said Constance. “That 
is, I believe it’s better for girls to go to 
college like this where they can have som 
freedom to lead their own lives—and we 
could not have that if the men weren’t her 
But even so, most girls are happier in 
woman’s college. And for the men, coeduca 
tion is detestable. It mixes up thei: lives 
Either they are left out of everything, and are 
morbid and unhappy—and lots of the girls 
are that, too—or they see too much of us and 
get scmehow overripe while they’re still 
green.” 

“But surely it’s better for boys to see girls 
of their own class naturally and simply than 
for them to do—well, the things they do 
sometimes.” 

“No, it isn’t. Education and romance are 
two different things, and they ought not to be 
mixed up. If they go on at the same time, 
the boy is stale for life afterwards. Coedu- 
cation spoils more romance than it makes 
But I don’t know why I am lashing myself 
into such a fury about it when I don’t care 
for the romance or for the men either.” 


The Ship’s Concert and Captain’s Dinner. 
Fron: Tosier’s “The Travellers Handbook.” 
(Funk & Wagnalls.) 


THE ship’s concert is always a feature of 
the voyage. At this time money is collected 
for those different institutions, both American 
and foreign, erected for the benefit of sailors. 

If the duty of giving the concert devolves 
upon amateurs, every one who can do any- 
thing to interest or entertain offers a service. 
In this case the audience should be as lenient 
and admiring as possible. Wear the best gar- 
ments the restricted stateroom luggage per- 
mits, and be attentive and courteous through- 
out the performance. It ‘is particularly rude 
to talk or criticise the performers, when they 
are endeavoring in every way to make the 
occasion successful. Individuals who follow 
this practice are usually more critical than 
capable. 

The concert takes place on the last evening 
before sighting land. 

On the German ships the captain’s dinner, 
a most attractive feast, takes the place of the 
concert as a parting festivity. 

There is no collection made. This dinner 
is a feast offered by the captain to his guests 
The dining-saloon is beautifully decorated bs 
the stewards, the ship’s company dress in thet! 
best, the dinner is both elaborate and served 
with ceremony, and if the weather permits 
the captain presides. 
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Sunset. 


From “Nineveh, and Other Poems.” (Moffat, Yerd.) 


Wir amber light the sinking day 

Has tinged the stream below the town, 
Before the pageant fades away, 

And night’s black wings come swooping down. 
The wind has heaped the clouds from far 

And rounded them like maiden’s breasts. 
And out beyond the Harbor bar 

A violet shadow softly rests. 


Thus Drifting down the stream, I caught 
Far-blown a murmurous refrait, 

(You know it well, dear!), and | thought 
With kindness of the past again. 

So may your memories, too, be fraught 
With nc regret, or hate, or pain, 

May all the bitterness be naught, 
And all the sweet of love remain. 


Tubbing 4 l’Anglais. 


From Loomis’s “A Bath in an English Tub.” 
(Barties.) 


WueEn I came to England I was invited to 
spend a week-end in the country in a house 
three or four hundred years old. And they 
say that three or four hundred years ago 
stationary tubs were unknown and “running 
water” referred to brooks, and was a poetical 
and not a plumber’s term. 

At any rate, there was no bathroom and I 
wondered what I would do for my daily 
plunge. 

Just before retiring I noticed in the corner 
of my room a large shallow pan some three 
feet in diameter and quite round in shape. 
I wondered what it was for, and finally came 
to the conclusion that it had been left in my 
room on its way to the attic and was probably 
the dish on which they brought in the roast in 
the time of Henry vm. or his grandfather, 
Jemes 1. of sacred memory... . 

Next morning I was roused from a re- 
ireshing slumber by a knock at my door. I 
supposed it was the getting-up knock, and 
sleepily responded “All right,” but a woman’s 
voice murmured something. 

“What is it?” said 1 in some alarm. Per- 
haps the house was on fire. 

“Shall I come in?” 

With an upward inflection. 

| could think of no reason why any one 
should come in so early in the morning, be- 
fore the breakfast bell had rung, but I have 
little moral courage, and feeling quite sure 
inat I was encountering an English custom, 
+ pulled the drapery of my couch about me 
and said: 

“Why—er—yes.” 

_ Then she came in—a ruddy-faced, buxom 
lass whom i recognized as the one who had 
brought me a siphon of vichy at bedtime the 
night before. 

“Do you wish a bartk?” said she pleas- 
ently, 

Without thinking I said I did, although I 
knew there was no “bathroom.” 

“Shall I fix it for you?” 

I must have murmured yes in a dazed sort 
ot way, for she immediately came further into 
the room, and, going to my towel rack, she 
picked therefrom a crash towel fully as large 
as a silence cloth for a large dinner table. 





This she spread on the floor while I lay 
there blushing and watched her. 

Then she went to the corner of the room 
and picked up the tin pan, and I at once 
realized that it was an English bathtub. 
Stupid me! Had I not seen pictures of them 
in English novels? The maid now stepped 
out of the room and I began to breathe freely. 

But, just as I was preparing to leap from 
my bed and pour out water in my independent 
American fashion, she reappeared and I 
beunded backward into bed and almost “came 
a narsty fall” out the other side. 

This time she brought a tin ewer full of 
water, which she poured into the tub until the 
water was fully an inch deep. 

“I guess I'll be able to manage alone now.” 
said I, in a muffled tone from beneath the 
spread, but she was not yet through, and I 
began to shake. She was strong cnough to 
have lifted me bodily into the bath, and 
Japanese influences are at work all over the 
world these days. 

However, all she wanted to do was to get 
me soap and a couple of towels, and then she 
left me with the inevitable “Thank you” that 
well-trained English servants must say when 
they have dene you a service under penalty 
of losing their self-respect. 

And when she went away | felt I was free 
to disport in the tub. Oh, how I revelled in 
that inch of water after the maid had gone 
and I had locked the door. 


The Grand Cafion of the Colorado. 


From Victoria Cress's “Life’s Shop Window.” 
(Mitchell Kennerley.) 

AND in the full flood of gold the last veil 
of clinging vapor rose and melted also into 
clear gold, and the whole wonder and glory 
of this stupendous masterpiece of God lay re- 
vealed. It is His masterpiece—nothing that 
language has ever described, nor the mind of 
man conceived, nor the hand of God created, 
can surpass the majesty, the wondrous beauty 
and glory of this one creation. Standing on 
the extreme edge this great chasm descends 
a mile deep into the earth. It is thirteen 
miles across to its opposite edge, while its 
whole length, receding on either side of one, 
stretches away a hundred and fifty miles The 
cafion at dawn is full of a luminous purple- 
blue gloom: a blue so marvellous in its rich- 
ness and transparency that its equal does not 
exist in the known quarters of the world; not 
in the tints of the Indian Ocean, nor in any 
Eastern dye, nor in the depths of the desert 
sky, is there such a brilliant richness of trans- 
parent blue darkness as this cafion encloses 
at sunrise and after sunset within its magic 
walls. As one looks into this home of blue 
shadow it seems as if the whole world or 
many worlds were lying spread out, decked 
in peculiar glory, at one’s feet: for the giant 
river, the great Colorado, working’ through 
millions of years, has cut and carved and 
shaped and fashioned the rocks inta every 
form and outline that matter can assume, and 
sinking slowly downwards, gradually over its 
whole thirteen miles of breadth, lowering its 
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bed, cutting deeper throughout those long cen- 
turies its beautiful cradle, it has left, as it 
receded, the marvel of its workmanship. 

As the sun grows higher and some of its 
rays touch the yellow sandstone pinnacles, 
turning them into flaming gold, great cities 
seem to start into life, below one, in those 
blue recesses, for the patient water, working 
on the sandstone, has carved it into thousands 
of architectural forms. Here there seem pal- 
aces massed together and there a Gothic ca- 
thedral: spires and arches and domes without 
number rise one behind another, and there are 
infinities of smooth terraces, streets and roads 
between, a whole city with all the beauty of a 
great city rises up, dazzling, as if built in gold, 
with the clear blue vapor beneath and round it, 
and this city is but a pinnacle of sandstone 
rising from the bed of the river—the great 
builder—and it is but one of a million such 
glorious and magic pinnacles that glow gold 
and amber and topaz colour, crimson, scarlet 
and blood red, according to the tint of the 
sandstone, as the sun touches them. City 
after city, all the cities of the world surely 
are here, but much more beautiful than any 
mortal cities in form and coiour, marvels of 
architecture. 


Noblesse Oblige is Out of Date. 
From Wyllarde’s “As Ye Have Sown.’’ (Lane.) 


“PARDON me, but that is not at all so! In 
the Middle Class, if you like to range yourself 
with shopkeepers 25 

“But, Gerald, it is such a vast term! The 
Middle Class reaches from the small am- 
bitious tradesmen, dragging himself out of 
poverty, to the professional and official classes 
now—yes, and hardly excludes small county 
magnates !” 

“Well, the Middle Class, if you will! We 
are not such snobs as to respect anything with 
a handle to its name, or a certain rent-roll. 
I protest——” 

“No! no! You don’t understand me. We 
are not snobs, but idealists. We look at these 
people through a certain glamour, and we 
cannot really bear to think of them as any- 

- ° ° 
thing but magnificent and luxurious. We 
boast by our Aristocracy—yes, even by their 
sins! And it is all our fault that they are 
what they are. We have tacitly said that we 
will have a nobility in England which is kept 
in glass cases, like householders proud of the 
exotics in their hothouses. That we can af- 
ford to support our reigning House is a Na- 
tional cry, and we point to our stupid, self- 
indulgent Peerage as a proof of the best type 
of Englishmen !” 

“I differ from you entirely,” said Vaughan 
with irritable energy. “If we acknowledge 
that our constitution and national character 
necessitates a semi-feudal state of society still, 
at least we expect decency and an example 
from our Upper Classes.” (He bit the last 
words as if still a little distasteful.) 

“But how in the world can we expect them 
to live decently, according to our own stand- 
ard? For generations these people have been 
over-feeding, and over-training, according -to 
certain traditions, and heating their blood, 
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while our men have had to work with b: 
if not body, and have inherited temner 
as their natural right. We breed our A 
tocracy as we do our racehorses, as | 
before. Do you expect morality from a r 
horse ?” 

Gerald’s face underwent some sort cf a 
mentary shock, as though he found F 
power of reason and argument ieading ¢! 
into speculations incompatible with his fe 
inine ideals. The expression went out of | 
eyes and left them blank. He was so 
viously going to close the question as oie 1 
to be discussed with her that she was rous: 
into saying what she had to say in spite of | 
tacit resistance. 

“It is not just to make this sudden outcry 
against the present immorality in Society,” 
she said earnestly. “Nor is it even true from 
the majority of people. We are not really 
shocked—we are glad to have a chance of dis 
cussing circles of which we know nothing, 
more outspokenly than before. We go 
plays which exaggerate the chimerical ‘Smart 
Set,’ and talk and talk about them with a keen 
relish, and we read silly books by people wh 
know as little as we do, and plume ourselves 
on our own virtues, while we secretly admire 
these supposed vices. There has never been 
so much irresponsible wealth as at the present 
time in England—property is not represented 
by land, which gave the owners a stake in the 
soil, and responsibilities; it is all stocks and 
shares nowadays, ‘invested money’ producing 
an income from dividends without any coun- 
terbalance of personal effort, beyond watching 
the markets! The rich have nothing to do 
except spend their money, and get into mis- 
chief. And then'we hold up our hands in 
horror, and say that Society is rotten. If it 
is, we need not blame the victims of which it 
is composed. They are just as much injured 
as ourselves.” ai linte 


A Prophecy Fulfilled. 


From Scoti’s “Beatrix of Clare.” (Lippincott.) 


“My friends,” said the King, when thie last 
of them had come, “I have sore need of your 
wisdom 2nd counsel. Hark to the mournful 
tidings Sir Robert Brackenbury brings.” 

Bluntly and simply the old Knight told the 
story. When he ended there was deep con- 
cern on every face and all eyes turned to- 
ward the King. 

“You perceive, my lords, the gravity of the 
situation,” said Richard. “What shall be 
done?” 

None answered. 

“Come, sirs; it is here and we must face 
it... . What say you, Stanley?” 

The Lord Steward swept the circle with a 
keen glance. 

“Your Majesty has put a direful question 
and given us scant time for thought,” he re- 
plied. “Yet but two courses seem possibl 
either to proclaim the Princes dead by nat- 
ural causes and give them public burial; of 
to conceal the death, and by jetting the world 
fancy them life prisoners so forget them. 
Each has its advantage; but on the whole, 
the latter may be better. Nathless, this much 
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is self-evident—the true tale dare not be told. 
Daggers, blood, and death are inexplicable 
when Kings’ sons are the victims, save on one 
hypothesis.” 

One after another endorsed these words, 
until finally it came back to the King for 
decision. 

For a long while he sat silent, staring into 
vacancy. Through the open windows floated 
the noises of the courtyard—the neigh of a 
horse, the cai: of a soldier, the rattle of steel 
on stone; from the ante-room came the hum 
of voices, the tramp of a foot, the echo of a 
laugh. But within, no one spoke nor even 
stirred. Not a man there but understood the 
fatefulness of the moment and the tremen- 
dous consequences of the decision, which, 
once made, might never be amended. At 
length he spoke. 

“Tt is an ill-fated event and leaves a dismal 
prospect,” he said very quietly. “Sooner or 
later my nephews’ death will be laid on me. 
To proclaim them dead would be to declare 
me guilty now. To conceal their death will 
be simply to postpone that guilt a time—a very 
little time, it may be. Curiosity will arise 


over their prolonged disappearance .. . then 
will come suspicion... and at length sus- 
picion will become accepted fact. ... So, 


my lords, their blood will be put on me— 
either now or in the future. That is my only 
choice—now or the future—.... and I 
choose the future. We will not announce the 
death; and the bodies shall be buried pri- 
vately and in an unknown spot. To you, Sir 
Robert Brackenbury, I commit the task, trust- 
ing you fully And, my lords. from this 
moment henceforth, let this council and its 
sad subject be forgotten utterly. ... Only I 
ask that when, in after days, you hear Richard 
Plantagenet accused of this deed, you will 
defend him or his memory.... And now, 
good night.” 





“Don’t You Know Your ‘Alice in Wonder- 
land.’” 


From Chapin’s “Ackroyd of the Faculty.” 
Brown.) 


(Little, 


“Do you remember the Caterpillar’s advice 
to Alice?” Connie queried, with seeming dis- 
cursiveness. 

“Alice who 2?” 

With an unconscious imitation of Ack- 
royd’s Own manner, Connie turned her eyes 
upon him without speaking. Strange to say, 
the disapproving scrutiny rendered him uneasy. 

“What Alice?” he asked again. 

Raising her chin, she allowed her hands to 
fall limply to her lap. 

_ “Mr. Ackroyd! Don’t you know your Alice 
in Wonderland ?” 

No.” 

» Why— Well, you ought to.” _ 

I ought to do many things which hereto- 
fore I have left undone. In this case, how- 
ever, I can see no especial obligation.” 

And just when we were getting to be such 
good friends!” Connie lamented, as she put 

er chin on her fists again. 

“T am glad you think so, Miss Everest,” he 
Said, with grave politeness. 


This time, Connie stared at him in un- 
feigned wonder. 

“Well, don’t you?” she demanded. 

“Certainly.” The reply was obviously per- 
functory. 

She laughed in spite of herself. 

“At least, you don’t look it,” she com- 
mented irrepressibly. 

He reddened again at her tone. During 
the space of three or four wave-beats, he re- 
mained silent; then he asked— 

“But what has Alice in Wonderland to do 
with it?” 

“Tt is the rock on which we have come to 
grief,” she responded, with a swift grasp of 
metaphor from the scene before her. We are 
ready to burst into foam over it now.” 

“But surely you wouldn’t make friendship 
depend on such a trivial detail as the liking 
for any one book?” he demanded a little 
sternly. 

She looked up at him with mocking eyes. 

“Mr. Ackroyd, for my part, I'd rather 
my. friends loved a bad joke than a bad 
book.” 

“Exactly. But, as I say, I don’t even know 
the bock, to say nothing of loving it.” 

The sarcasm of her reply was wasted upon 
him. 

“Obviously.” The she added impetuously, 
“Mr. Ackroyd, were you ever silly in your 
whole life?” 

He frowned at the question; nevertheless, 
his answer was absolutely frank— 

“Often, Miss Everest, I am afraid.” 

Connie bit her lip. 

“Then it must have been a decorous sort 
of silliness. Mr. Ackroyd, has it ever oc- 
curred to you that nonsense is wholesome ?” 

He pondered the question. 

“No; it has not,” he said slowly at length. 

The girl rose impatiently. As she did so, 
she was aware of a wayward longing to pro- 
pese a game of tag on the beach. She even 
wendered if he, comparative philologist that 
he was, had any inkling of the significance 
of the phrase Yow’re It. She repressed the 
tonging decorously; but the wonder remained. 





Meeting Love With Troubled Mind. 


From Fogaszaro’s ‘‘The Sinner.” (Putnam.) 


WHEN Maironi (the sinner) found himself 
confronted by the dark, encircling walls and 
the battlemented tower of Praglia, he re- 
flected that possibly the Divine Voice might 
speak to him there, in the silence of the an- 
cient monastery. He was suddenly and vic- 
lently aroused from his meditations by the 
noise of horses trotting rapidly, and of wheels 
grating on the gravel. A _ victoria coming 
freom the monastery passed close to him, and 
a well-known voice cried: “Maironi! Mat- 
roni! Stop, stop!” 

The little carriage came to a standstill, and 
a fashionably attired young man, who had 
jumped out of the victoria, came running up 
to the door. 

“At last!” said he, with a strong 
accent. 

“You see, Signor Sindaco, what a surprise 
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we have prepared for you! We heard that our 
lerd and master was coming to Praglia, and 
we, who are his most faithful subjects, 
promptly followed him. But we expected: to 
find you here, and. were somewhat puzzled. 
Jeanne is up at the monastery. I am going 
to jook out for the welfare of my horses, but 
I shall be back directly. Look here, you have 
no umbrella, and you have not even raised the 
hood! You will surely catch something ter- 
rible with this fine, cold rain, which is full of 
germs in April, I believe!” 

Maironi had not even been conscious it was 
raining. Upon catching sight of Carlino 
Dessalle he felt, even before hearing him say 
so, that his sister was at Praglia, that she 
had come on his account, and that it was im- 
possible for him to turn back. A flame 
leaped up to his heart! Was it thus that God 
was helping him? Was not this rather de- 
rision of one who had looked for a revelation 
of the Lord’s will in the peace of the monas- 
tery, and derision of His minister as well, of 
that saintly old man who had advised this 
journey? He silenced his inward rebellion, 
and greeted Dessalle, not, however, without 
embarrassment. When Dessalle had left him, 
Piero ordered the driver to proceed at a walk. 
Good God! How should he bear himself at 
this first meeting? Should he let her guess 
the state of his soul, his resolution to leave 
her, or should he seek to hide it, and dissem- 
ble? Yes, yes, he must dissemble. But he 
must not go toc far, for that wouid be dis- 
loyal. He must get away as soon as possible. 
But what pretext could ke invent for hasten- 
ing his departure? What pretext, dear Lord? 
The horse’s hoofs rang upon the stones of the 
threshold, and Maironi, whose heart was beat- 
ing violently, sought to assume an expression 
of ind:fference as the little carriage entered 
the portico of the rustic courtyard. 


The Road to Paradise. 
From McCutcheon’s “The Flyers.’”’ (Dodd.) 


“Goop Heavens, Harry, we can’t be married 
in a public thoroughfare. Everybody is walk- 
ing with lanterns. It’s awful.” 

“Let’s go around to the rear of the church,” 
he exclaimed suddenly. “Perhaps we can get 
our brains to work on a plan of action. But, 
lcok here, Anne, no matter who they are or 
what they want, I’m going to marry you to- 
night if I have to do it in the face of the 
entire crowd.” 

As they scurried off through the tall wet 
grass to a less exposed station, a solitary fig- 
ure came haltingly through the little gate. 
It was the head-waiter, and, as he carried no 
lantern, he was compelled to light matches 
now and then; after getting his bearings he 
would dart resolutely on for a dozen paces 
before lighting another. Stopping in front 
of the church door, he nervously tried to 
penetrate the gloom with an anxious gaze; 
then, suddenly, bethinking, he gave three 
timid little coughs. Getting no immediate 
response, he growled aloud in his wrath: 

“T’ve coughed my head off in front of every 
house between here and the hotel, and I’m 
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gettin’ darned tired cf it. I don’t like 
business; and I never could stand for er: 
yards. Good Lord! what’s that?” 

Three sharp whistles came to his alert e 
coming, it seemed, from the very heart 
some grim old gravestone. A man str 
boldly across the yard from the gate, his \ 
indicating that he was perfectly familiar \ 
the lay of the lend. 

“Who coughed?” he demanded loudly. 
there no one here? What-the dickens does ; 
mean? Joe Dauntless! Where are you? N 
feoling now; my wife’s worse, and 1 can’ 
stay here all night.” He whistled again, and 
the head-waiter coughed in a bewildered re 
ply. “That’s queer. Nothing was said about 
coughing.” 

“Hello!” called the head-waiter. “Ts it 
you, sir?” 

Joe Dauntless’s cousin held the lantern on 
high and finally discovered the waiter near a 
pile of cordwood, ready to run at a moment’s 
notice. 

“Who are you?” demanded Mr. Carpenter. 

“Gustave. But you ain’t the man.” 

“T ain’t eh? Didn’t you whistle a minute 
ago?” 

“I ain’t supposed to. 


I cough. Say, do 
you know if a wedding has taken place here? 
I am a witness.” 

“Oh, I see. He said he’d bring one. Are 
you alone?” 

“T don’t know. It feels like a crowd every 
time I cough. Are you the preacher ?” 

“No, I’m the bridegroom’s cousin. We've 
got to get in through a window. I couldn't 
find my key. Would you mind giving me z 
leg?” 

“A leg? Nothing was said about legs,” 
said the waiter, moving away. Carpenter 
laughed. 

“I mean a boost up to the window.” 

“Oh! Sure.” 

“There’s one in the rear I can smash 
We'll get inside and light up. I can open the 
door from that side, too. Come on—follow 


” 


me, 


“A Macdonald’s Kiss Will Not Harm Ye!” 


From Bowen’s “The Master of Stair.’ (McClure 


Phillips.) 


Sue breathed a little heavily to feel him 
holding her—but her face was unmoved. 

“I have a friendship for you and all the 
Macdonalds,” she said. 

“Well, prove it,” he answered eagerly. _ 

“Let go of me,” she said a little unsteadily. 
“T have broken bread—and drunk with, ye.” 
She shook her head, tossing the damp red 
curls off her white forehead and her lips 
trembled a little. 

“Let go of me,” she repeated. 

He looked at her steadily and smiled: “The 
witches of the mountains have brought us 
together, Helen Fraser-—-I shall find you 
again--and as a pledge—ye shall kiss me.” 

“I will not,” she answered. “Take your 
hands away, Macdonald of Glencoe!” 

But he held her gently against the mud 
walls of the hut; heedless of her shudder un- 
der his touch. 








May 25, 1907 [No. 1843] 





A great rowan-bush full of dull berries 
erew close; her scarlet dress pressed against 
the dripping leaves as she drew as far as she 
was able away from him. 

“Ve shall—” he said simply. “Why not?” 

She was still and quiet though she saw she 
was helpless. 

“We are strangers,” she said quickly. 

“T would not have it so,” he answered 
eagerly. “Through war or peace I would be 
a friend to thee and thine—and I would have 
thy kiss on it—so that there may never be 
feud between mine and thine—kiss me, Helen 
Fraser !” 

She crushed further into the rowan-tree 
and gave one quick glance round the utter 
desolation. 

“No!” she said. “No! I—” 

But her words were stifled, for he had 
caught her up to him—and kissed her lightly, 
full on the mouth. 

Like flames piercing ice a sudden passion 
flared from her calm; she called out some- 
thing fiercely in the Lowland language that 
he could not understand, and wrenched away 
with the furious color in her face. 

“A Macdonald’s kiss will not harm ye!” he 
cried hotly, roused by her wrath. 

At the sight of his face she controlled her- 
self and set her lips. 

“Ye have done what ye wished,” she said 
unsteadily. “Put something between us that 
I shall remember.” She was trembling; pas- 
sionately clasping and unclasping her hands; 
he came toward her; she clutched at the reins 
of her hérse and leaped into the saddle. 

She flung on her hat, her eyes shone 
through the floating feather and hair; she 
had a perfect seat in the saddle; Macdonald 
noticed how gloriously she sat and how her 
proud look became her face. 

_‘I am very glad to come with ye,” he said, 
his fair face flushed. “I will not leave ye, 
Helen Fraser, until ye find your kinsfolk.” 





The Sailing of the Colonists. 


From Mrs. Pryor’s “The Birth of the Nation.” 
(Macmillan.) 

THE most momentous hour in the history 
of this country was when three small ships 

fell down the Thames from London,” 
freighted with one hundred and five English- 
men on their way to plant England’s first 
colony. ... 

. We happen to know something of the men, 

and everything of the cargo. Of the latter, 
we have a careful list. Each man had one 
suit of “apparrell, three paire of Irish stock- 
ings, four paire of shooes,” and canvas to 
make a bed. Of arms and tools he had no 
stint, also iron utensils for cooking and 
wooden spoons and platters. 

The admiral was provided with a goodly 
cargo of small mirrors, bells, and glass beads 
with which to purchase the friendship of “the 
naturells,” and also substantial articles of 
fcod. The Virginia real estate was not to be 
purchased. King James had a simpler method 
of acquiring it. The tiny ships afforded small 
space for furniture, bedding, or other house- 
hold articles... . 
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Most of the company were “gentlemen,” 
unused to labour, who probably had never 
handled an axe or suffered a physical priva- 
tion. There were forty-eight “Gentlemen” 
and twelve “labourers,”—“a halfpenny-worth 
of bread to an intolerable deal of sack,”—one 
surgeon, one blacksmith, two bricklayers (for 
a country where there were no bricks), a 
drumrter, and some boys. They were going 
to a wilderness in which not a house was 
standing and there were only four carpenters ! 
In the next supply jewellers and perfumers 
were sent out to help subdue the American 
wilderness. 

Their recognized guide and leader, during 
the voyage, was their captain, Christopher 
Newport. To his care was committed the 
sealed box of instructions which was to re- 
main unopened until the adventurers reached 
Virginia. The box, they knew, contained the 
names of their future rulers, and they felt 
great solicitude on this subject. Every prom- 
inent mam was scanned and measured, and 
strong party feelirg grew up immediately 
among them. It was not possible, they well 
knew, that any choice of their own would 
decide the matter. Of the two “experienced 
navigators” whose services had already been 
acknowledged by the King—Gosnold and 
Newport—one only would be eligible. Cap- 
tain Newport was to take the ships back to 
England, but Gosnold might be their Gov- 
ernor. One who was preéminently conspic- 
uous was Captain John Smith, who had com- 
menced life as a poor orphan, and was already 
famous at twenty-seven. It was possible he 
might be their ruler despite his years. He 
was old in experience, in suffering, and in 
those elements which lie at the foundation of 
greatness. 





One More Automobile Breakdown. 


From Richard Harding Davis’s “Adventures of the 
Scarlet Car.’’ (Scribner.) 


“WHaT are you stopping for, Fred?” the 
owner asked. 

“For water, sir,” the chauffeur mumbled. 

The girl in the front seat laughed, and her 
brother in the rear seat groaned in dismay. 

“Oh for water?” said the owner cordially. 
“I thought maybe it was for coal.” 

“There ought to be a house just about 
here,” the chauffeur explained. 

“There ought to be a hotel and a garage and 
a cold supper just about here,” said the girl 
cheerfully. 

“That’s the way with those houses,” com- 
plained the owner. “They never stay where 
they’re put. At night they go around and visit 
each other. Where do you think you are, 
Fred ?” 

“I think we’re in that long woods between 
Loon Lake and Stoughton, on the Boston 
Pike. There ought to be a house somewhere 
about here—where we get water.” 

“Well, get there, then, and get the water,” 
commanded the owner. 

“But I can’t get there, sir, till I get the 
water,” returned the chauffeur. 

He shook out two collapsible buckets, and 
started down the shaft of light. 
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“I’m going with him,” said the girl; “I’m 
cold.” 

She stepped down from the frortt scat, and 
the’ owner with sudden alacrity vaulted the 
door and started after her. 

“You coming?” he inquired of her brother. 

The tone of the invitation seemed to sug- 
gest that a refusal would not necessarily lead 
to a quarrel. 

“IT am not!” said the brother. “You’ve kept 
me twelve hours in the open air, and it’s past 
two, and I’m going to sleep. You can take 
it from me that we are going to spend the 
rest of this night here in this road. If you 
can’t get plain water,” he called, “get club 
soda.” 

The mystery of the forest fell heavily upon 
them. From their feet the dead leaves sent 
up a clean, damp odor, and on either side and 
overhead the giant pine trees whispered and 
rustled in the night wind. 

“Take my coat, too,” said the young man. 
“You'll catch cold.” It was not the habit of 
the girl to consider her health. But the anx- 
iety of the young man did not seem to offend 
her. She thanked him generously. 

The young man moved over to the gutter 
of the road, where the leaves were deepest, 
and kicked violently. “And the more noise 
you make,” he said, “the more you frighten 
away the wild animals.” 


A Wapiti Hunt. 
From Roosevelt’s ““Good Hunting.” (Harper.) 


But luck favored me. The master-bu! 
being absorbed in thoughts of his rival, evi 
dently suspected that the cows had som 
thought of fleeing from him, and, as they ran 
tried to hold them together. I ran toc, going 
at full speed, with the hope of cutting them 
off; in this I failed, but I came almost face tc 
face with the very bull which I had been 
following from camp, and which had evidently 
followed the herd at full speed as soon as 
they ran. 

Great was his astonishment when he saw 
me. He pulled up so suddenly to wheel round 
that he almost fell on his side; then off he 
went in a plunging gallop of terror; but he 
was near by, and stepping to one side I cov- 
ered an opening between two trees, firing the 
minute he appeared. A _ convulsive leap 
showed that the bullet had struck, and after 
him I went at full speed. In a short time I 
saw him again, walking along with drooping 
head, and again I fired into his flank; he 
seemed to pay no attention to the shot, but 
walked forward a few steps, then halted, fal- 
tered, and fell on his side. In another second 
I had placed my rifle against a tree, and was 
admiring his shapely form and massive ant- 
lers. 





From ‘*Good Hunting.”’ 


Copyright 1907, by Harper & Brothers 
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From ** The Confessions of a Daddy.’’ 


“THE TWO CHILDREN... 


Copyright, 1907, by The Century Company. 
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avis (Mrs. M. E..M.),. The price of silence, $1.50. 
Dee Houghton, M. 


1649 





Duncan (Norman), The cruise of the “Shining 
A WR eis <n 54: d abe: 248b ON boo UEehe Harper 

— Dr. Luke of the Labrador, $1.50.......... Revell 
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Lippincott 
Dirrerent girls (novellettes), ¢$1............ Harper 

Ditton (Mrs. Mary), The leader, t$1.50. 
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: Dillingham 
Dovte (Sir A. Conan), Sir Nigel, +$1.50. 
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Cn rckte ted Wibatddeveds bobecnecne Scribner 
ForMAN (Justus Miles), Buchanan’s wife, ft$1.50. 
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Longmans, G. 
Hartt (Eliza Calvert), Aunt Jane of Kentucky, 
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Little, B. 


Mertncton (M.), Scarlett of the manned, 25. 


offat, Y. 
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oe sk cee cocead McClure, P. 


Pickertna (Sidney), The basket of fate, $1.50. 
Longmans, G. 


PICKTHALL (Marmaduke), The house of Islam, ¢$1.50. 


Piven (C. F.). Appleton 
Pub. 


* . 
@eoreereee e2reseee eee seeeeseeeecos 


Puittports (F. 4 


The toymakers, $1.50 


C. M. Clark 








Pierce (Ernest F.), The Traveller’s Joy, f$1.50. 
Dutton 


Pottock (Frank L.), Treasure trail, $1.25.L. C. Page 


Potter (Margaret), The princess, {$1.50..... Harper 
Prentis (J. H.), The case of Doctor Horace, 7$1.25. 
Baker & 7. 


Pricuarp (K. O’B. H. and H. V. H.), Don Q. in the 
Sierra, 191.60. -cccscccess evecceceesess Lippincott 


Pyrte (Howard), Stolen treasure, t$1.25...... Harper 
RANDAL (J.), The sweetest solace, {$1.50.....Dutton 
Ray (Anna Chapin), Ackroyd of the Sunaina 7$1.50. 


Little, B. 
Rear (Opie P.), [“Arkansaw Traveller’], By the 
a ee Laird & L. 
Reep (Myrtle), A spinner in the sun, net, $1.50. 
Putnam 
Reynotos (Mrs. Baillie), The man who won, 7$r. 50. 
Brentano’ s 
Rickert (Edith), The golden hawk, 7$1.50. 
Baker & T. 
Ripeout (H. M.), Beached keels (stories), $1.50. 
Houghton, M. 
— The Siamese cat, 1$1.25..-cccssccsesed \ {cClure, Pi 
Rirey (Ja.), Christy of Rathglin, i$}, £0. 
M. Clark Pub. 
Roserts (C. G. D.), The heart dun ‘knows, $1.£0. 
Ee, Page 
Roserts (Morley), The flying cloud, $1.50. 
L. C. Page 
Ronuirs (Mrs. Anna Katharine Green), The mayor’s 
WHR, WERGO ec dcck de cceess c4vadensesess Bobbs-M. 
Root (E. C.), Huntington, Ir., 7$1.50........ Stokes 
—- The unseen jury, f$1.50......ecceeeeeeeees Stokes 
Russett (T. B.), A hundred years hence, net, $1.50. 
McClurg 
Sace (W.), By right divine, $1.50.......... Littie, B, 


Scuwartz (J. Van der Poorten), [“‘Maarten Maar- 


tens’”], The woman’s victory, ‘and other stories, 
TESGO sv cccccece cocceseess cececscuceds Abpleton 
Scotr (J. R.), Beatrix of Clare, f$1.50....Lippincott 


— The colonel of the Red Huzzars, +$1.50.. Lippincott 
Scratton (Howel), The Fortuna filly, 7$1.50. 


Luce & Co. 
SEAWELL (M. E.), The secret of Toni, f$1.50. 
Appleton 
~The victory, [98.$0ciccecciccudveves seen Appleton 
Suepparp (A, T.), Running Horse Inn, 7$1.50. 
Lippincott 
Sincwick (Mrs, Cecily), The kinsman, $1.50. 
Macmillan 
Srnctair (May), Audrey Craven, f{$1.50........ Holt 
— Superseded, 192.90. ccccccccces evescvosesess Holt 
— The Tysons (Mr. and Mrs. Nevill Syson), 1$2,59- 
Holt 
Smeptey (A, C.), Conflict, j$1.50......../ Moifat, Y. 
SmitH (Alice Prescott), Montlivet, {$1.50. 
ann M. 
Smitn (F. H.), The veiled lady (stories), f$1.50. 
rae 
— The tides of Barnegat, 7$1.50...06.seeeeee Scribner 
Smitn (Ruel P.), Prisoners of fortune, ye - 
. Page 
SnaitH (J. Coilis), Henry Northcote, a 44 
Turner & Co. 
— Patricia at the inn, $1.50.......ccesccevees Dodge 
SpearMAN (F, H.), Whispering Smith, {$1.50. 
Scribner 
S1anLEY (Mrs. C. A.), A modern Madonna, *$1.50. 
Century 
Stanton (Coralie), The adventuress, $1.50..McBride 
Steet (Mrs, Flora Annie), A sovereign remedy, 
$93.80. .cccccccccces eocccessecees LIOMNGORY, Ee 
Streete (F. M. F.), [Darley Dale’’], Naomi’s trans- 
Bression, TH1.§0...cevesceee sovvcesscecess Warne 
Stevenson (B. E.), Aftairs of state, {$1.5c...... Holt 
Strewarp (C. D.), Partners of Providence, t$1.50. 
Century 
Stimson (F. J.), [‘J. S. of Dale’’], In cure of her 
GOU), 1GIGO. recesses seevesecceves . Appleton 
Srrincer (Arthur), Phantom wires, $1.50. 
Little, B. 
Sruart (C. Duff), Casa Grande, 7$1.50........ Holt 
SuverMANN (H.), The undying past, f$1.50. | 
Lane 60, 
SutpnHen (W. G. Van T.), ‘The Dceomsman, }$1.50. 
Harper 
Syrett (Netta), The day's journey, $1.25... McClurg 
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Taytor (Burr L.), The charlatans, ¢$1.50..Bobbs-M, 


Taytor (Mary Imlay), The impersonator, f$1.50. 
Little, B. 


TEetieR (Charlotte), The cage, t$1.50.......Appleton 
Teruune (Mrs. M. V. H.), [‘‘Marion Harland’’], 


The distractions of Martha, f$1.25..... . ocribner 
Tuomas (H. W.), The sword of wealth, f$1.25. 
Putnam 
Tuorne (Guy), Made in His image, 7$1.50....Jacobs 
— The sands of pleasure, 7$1.50........ Dana Estes 
Turuston (Lucy M.), Jeniter, $1.50....... Little, B. 
Tuvuxston (Ernest T.), Katherine, +$1.50....Harper 
ae RC” CREB. os in chu eeiae Os eck vee’ Dillingham 
Tuurston (Katherine Cecil), The Mystics, 7$1.25. 
Harper 
Topp (Margaret G.), [Graham Travers’], Growth, 
FOEHOs socvccncs © ovesweveneve ¢ eeu oteeces Holt 


Tracy (Louis), At the court of the Maharaja, t$1.25. 
Amer, News 


— The captain of the ‘‘Kansas,”’ $1.50......... Clode 
Tupper (Mrs. E. S.), Hearts triumphant, i$. 50. 
Appleton 


Tynan (Katharine), The story of Bawn, +03 
cClurg 
VacHett (H. A.), The face of clay, 1$1,50 


odd, M. 
Van Vorst (Marie), The sin of George Warrener, 
TRGMNR. 5 uc. bd690 Ceanstceee wee¥es «+ ++-Macmillan 
Vance (L, Jos.), The brass bowl, t$1.50...Bobbs-M. 
Van Eepen (Frederik), The Quest, $1. .. 

Luce & Co. 

Vaux (Patrick), The shock of battle, 7$1.50. 
Putnam 
Viaup (L. M. J.), Pee Loti’], Disenchanted. 
CM vcodtes ¢ take beeseae. sanes eakeul Macmillan 
Watcott (E, A.), Blindfolded, PERS v3 Bobbs-M. 


WaALtAceE (Helen), The sons of the seigneur, $1.50. 
Outing Co. 


Warp (Mrs. Eliz. Stuart Phelps), The man in the 


case, T$1.50.....000. Ope negeeadecnth Houghton, M. 

Warner (Anne), Seeing France with Uncle John, 

Piinsadisbhvhe wethensss* c000¢s oxavesd Century 
— Susan Clegg and her neighbors’ affairs, $1. 

Little, B, 

WasHBuRNE (Marion Foster), Family secrets, t$1. 50. 

Macmillan 


WatTanna (Onoto), Diary of Delia, f$1. Fi.86- 
leday, P. 
—A Japanese blossom, net, $2.........0.0-- Harper 


Watson (Gilbert), A caddie of St. Andrews, $1.50. 
olt 
Watson (H. B. M.), A midsummer day’s dream, 


DRE hicse ww! Sense ged. Ones ed cbnen eed Appleton 
— The privatcers, f$1.50......+-se0. Doubleday, P. 
WessTER (Jean), Jerry Junior, {$t.50....... Century 
We ts (D. Dwight), Parlous times, ¢$1.50...... Holt 
Wetts (Herbert G.), In the days of the comet, ¢$1.50. 

Century 
Wuarton (Mrs, Edith), Madame de Treymes, f$r. 
Scribner 
Wuite (Fred M.), The midnight guest, $1.50. 
McBride 
Wuite (F, M.), The slave of silence, tr. 50. 
Little, B. 
Wuirte (Stewart E.), awd Apams (S. H.). The mys- 

NR MRG ood 6a vececssnceasedeerdl \ icClure, ¥. 
ee ee ON OE. CRLBO ko 00 0s 0 ed 6 Sesgens Outing Co. 
WuittLock (Brand), The turn of the balance, obbcig: 

M. 
Wuitson (J. H.), The castle of doubt, $1.50. 
Little, B. 


Wiccin (K. D.),{now Mrs. G. C. Riggs], New 
chronicies of Rebecca, t$1.25.......Houghton, M. 
WiLxinson (Florence), The silent door, f$1.50. 
McClure, P. 
Witiramson (C. N. and A. M.), The Princess Vir- 
SE NBs 6 566.4 55 010-89 wed boeken KARO McClure; P. 
— Rosemary in search of a father, *$1.50. 
y McClure, P. 
Witirams (E, R.), jr., Ridolfo, the coming of the 
sv be6- en cbdss cacuadoncesbecoe McClurg 
Winstow (Helen M.), The president of Quex, +$1.25. 
Lothrop, L. & S. 
Woops (M. L. B.), The invader, ¢$1.50...... Harper 
Wy tarpze (Dolf), As ye have sown, $1.50. 
Lane Co. 
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Youne (Rida J.), and Coteman (Gilbert P.), Bro 
Re ns IG 5p edio Kalo 0b 0.066.8 ou oc ‘Putn 
ZANGWILL (Israel), Ghetto comedies, {$1.50. 
Macmi 
+,* 


DESCRIPTION «ING TRAVEL. 


Aver (H. A.), The North country, $2z.. 
Burrett (C. W. L.), A picnic party in wildest 
Africa, net, $3.50. spewed ee ns.e Longmans, 
Det Mar (—), The veiemitits East: Burma, Assam 
and Kashmir, net, $2.75....... sh bee nwen Macmillan 


Epwarps (W. S.), On the Mexican highlands, net 

BEBOsccccccvessecie yereees cocscee Jennings & G. 
— Through Scandinavia to Moscow, net, $1.50. 

. Rob. Clark: 

Firor (Sir C.), Letters form the Far East, net, 

C240. cesievces sevens Longmans, G. 


Garrett (J. H.), The idyllic Avon, net, $3...Putnam 


Tiare (E. E.), Tarry at home travels, net, $2.50. 
c Macmillan 
Howe tts (W. D.), apne delightful English towns, 
Jk ee 600 Cvecweoses URE CES OS 0:c'006 Harper 
Hotvicu (Sir T, H.), Tibet the mysterious, net, $3. 
Stoke $ 
Hubert (Homer B.), The passing of Korea, net, 
Sa.Be..ceee can bhbisen, Knees oebsesce Doubleday, P. 


Huston (P. G.), Around an old homestead, net, 

Mg iat eale. dein Goce kh 6 eh awaeg Jennings & G. 
Jacos (Rob. Uric), A trip to the Orient, net, $1.50. 
Winston 
James (G. W.), The wonders of the Colorado Desert 

(Southern California), 2 v., met, $5...... Little, B. 
James (H.), The American scene, net, $3....Harper 


Jounson (Clifton), Highways and byways of the 
Mississippi Valley, net, $2.........-+.4+ Macmillan 

Kersey (Jos. O.), The land of to-morrow, $1.50. 

. W. F. Brainard 

Knox (G. W.), The spirit of the Orient, net, $1.50. 


Crowell 
Lanpon (Percival), Under the sun (India), net, 
Di PGieesibisacknn Sw asee + sisatenaneu Doubleday, P. 
McCracxan (W. D.), The Italian lakes, ee 
L. C. Page 
Mavup (C. E.), Felicity in France, net, $1. 50. 
Scribner 
Mittoun (Francis), Castles and apeeng of old 
Touraine and the Loire country, $3.. . C. Page 
-— Rambles on the Riviera, $2.50........ - C. Page 


Peary (Rob. E.), Nearest the Pole, $5..Doubleday, P. 


Petxotto (Mr. E. C. and Mrs.), By Italian seas, 
Es vc cukycaekbenhos sleviacess ¥e Scribner 


PenFietp (F. C.), East of Suez, net, $2.....Century 
Pruppen (T, M.), On the great Pcie Plateau, 


ne ed vai 20 4.54s.s do s-0 Sb bee eevee Putnam 
Smerrtnc (C. A.), Western Tibet and the British 
borderland, net, $6 Sc dhe aac pate esicerd Longmans, G 


SKINNER (Rob, P.), Abyssinia of to-day, net, $3. _ 
Longmans, G. 

Smitn (I'renk B.), In London town, net, $1.50. 
Funk & W. 
Townsenpd (C. W.), Along the Labrador coast, $1.50. 
Dana Estes 

Tozter (Josephine), The travelers’ handbook, net, $1. 
Funk & W. 
Wattace (D.), The long Labrador Trail, net, $1.50. 
uting Co. 
~—— The lure of the Labrador wild, net, $1.50...Revell 


Watter (M. E.), Through the gates of the Nether- 


Se CE. Rs ob awed ose b vaansees tes Little, B 
Weate (B. L. P.), The truce in the East and_ its 
aftermath, net, SMR oat oki ay adek a Macmillan 
Wuarton (Mrs, Anne H.), Italian days and ways, 
ee CaN deRb Cees AA enhs ous Lippincott 
Wuitine (Lilian), The lead of enchantment, 2, 
CO sh aentt heeds: dene cae eae an Be gaa pe Little, B 
Wittrams (Eliz. O.), Sojourning, shopping and 
studying in Paris, met, $1........0see0008 McClurg 
*,* 


HOME GAMES. 
Ames (Fisher), The game of bridge, uct, $1. 
Little, B. 


Darton (W.), Dalton’s complete bridge, $1. 74 . 
okes 
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Foster (Rob. F.), Foster’s skat manual, net, $1.25. 
McClure, P. 


Grancer (Anna D.), Skat and how to play it, $1. 
Matthew-Northrup 


Mortetay (Paul F.), The bridge blue book, net, 
Scribner 


OUTDOOR SPORTS AND EXERCISES. 


Apams (Jos. H.), Harper’s outdoor heok for boys, 
S590; ck dwene ha. cdhcbisances, 406 be cdenseed Harper 


CLeveLaANnv (Grover), Fishing and shooting sketches, 
net, $1.2 Outing Co, 


CroweLL (Norman H.), The sportsman’s primer, 
95.88 00 «vies Sede +0024 00s Web edn emnaee Outing Co, 
Eopcson (W. E.), Salmon-fishing, $3.50..Macmillan 
Hornapay (W. Temple), Camp-fires in the Canadian 
pe Pee Scribner 
Keruaet (Horace), ‘The book of camping and wood- 
craft, $1.50..... pednaeseses sareeu pat a0 Outing Co. 
Pier (Arthur Stanwood), The young in heart, net, 
CR MOS td ca deey hb -06-5 ae kw einie adn Houghton, M. 
Rneap (Louis), Bait angling for common fishes, 
Ob, TAA crtedsaw od 06008005 entad dene Outing Co. 
RooseveLt (Theodore), Good hunting, in pursuit of 
bie pamne Gm Gee Week, Sh. 0 0c ccnscndcasees Harper 


Seton (Grace Gallatin), Nimrod’s wife, net, $2. 
Doubleday, P. 


Storey (Harry), Hunting and shvoting in Ceylon, 


GE, GO as See c ceerccgadccsccuvies Longmans, 
Tuomas (W, S.), Hunting big game with gun and 
with kodak, net, $1.50........ee00. eee kia at Putnam 
+,* 
MISCELLANEOUS. 


Barzer (Edwin A.), Salt glazed stoneware, net, so c. 
; Doubleday, P. 
Bryant (L. L. M.), Pictures and their painters, net, 


a rr ae ere neswies Lane Co 
BurBank (Luther), [he training of the human plant, 
Or, aaa ns oe Ra dh ee ceercovsven ones . Century 
Burveiciz (Clarence D.), Raymond Benson at Kramp- 
SN a cicndcn be sine bese Lothrop, L. & S. 
Cassun (Herbert N.), The romance of steel, net, 
PR GOs SPORE Od., 068, $5... occ ccccccscce Barnes 


Date (T. F.), The stable handbook, net, $1..Lane Co, 

EvERYMAN’S library, 200 v., per v., 5c c. and $1. 
F. (H. W. and F, C.), The king’s English, a 
é : . Gxford Univ. 
FISCHER (Louis), M.D., The health-care of the baby, 
QE, FE Gin cb he diet akecdcncvcbhend even Funk & W. 
Fraser (J, Foster), Red Russia, net, $1.75..Lane Co. 
Howe (I. C.), The British City, net, $1.50..Scribner 
Inwin (Wallace), The shame of the colleges, $1.25. 
Outing Co. 
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Kerr (A. M.), The diamond key Ss ea . 
othrop, L. ° 


Kuetser (Grenville), How tc speak in public, net 
CANES 5 < nc ones er ROG Gee 


Knicut (W. A.), The song of our Syrian guest, 
BO. €.s $8 Oct 30 Gi vos cacviscksuae ee Pilgrim Press 
KNOCKERSMITH (Diogenes), pseud., Knocks from the 
little hammer, 75 C.3 $1.25..-eceeeeceeceses Dodge 
Lo.teze (lrederic), Women of the Second Empire, 
WHE SRG ia cd's <0 2s Cages ekh even eren Lane C2. 
Lucas (C. P.), Tne Canadian war of 1812, $4.15. 
Oxford Univ. 
Martin (W. A. P.), The awakening of China, net, 
soa > cisbeew es Doubleday, P. 


Metvitte (Lewis), The first gentleman of Europe, 
PVG MEE GE ict ci wads dateecesneeendes Brentano’s 


MAYNADIER (Emily N.), The way of childhood, net, 
Small, M, 
NAVIGATING the air, net, $1.50.....-.. Doubleday, P. 
Nicottaup (C.), ed., Memoirs of the Comtesse de 

PO, OE. BOER nc ci Kocecesneysaseeste Scribner 
Norpav (Max), A Question of honor, a play, tr. by 

Mary J. Safford, mot, $t..ccccccoces Luce & Co. 


PatneE (Ralph D.), The greater America, met, $1:50. 
: Outing Co, 


Pattee (Helen P.), Intimations of immortality, net, 
SEE ey er Small, M, 
Peasopy (Marion L.), My graduation (College girl’s 
memory book), $2.50; $4; $7.50....++.++- Caldwell 
Pryor (Mrs. R. A.), Birth of the nation, net, 
SRP Ge nh eeekes cece eee- Macmillan 
Reicn (Emil), Success in life, net, $1.50..Dufield 


Ruoapes (Nina), Priscilla at the doll shop, $1. 

Lothrop, L. & S. 
Ruskin (J.), Works, 10 v., Everyman ed., per w., 
GO 6. OF Bho cc secccccciccstsccccvvcccccs Dutton 

St. Joun (Christopher), Ellen Terry, net, St. _ 
Lane Co. 
Sateesy (C. W.), Worry, et, $1.35...+-+-+-- Stokes 
SHAKESPEARRE (W.), Complete works, ed. by W. J. 
Craig, new large type ed., $1.50; Oxford India pap. 
ed., $2.50; $3.75; $4.50; Oxford India pap. e4., 
with i., $33 $5...ccccccccecccccese Oxford Univ. 


Stnciatrr (Upton), The industrial republic, met, $1.29. 
Doubleday, P. 


Sxeat (W. W.), The problem of spelling reform, 
Oxford Univ. 


eee eee ee ernreeee 


BE Geass ccvivccuscusesustueceveete 
Srerner (E. A.), n the trail of the immigrant, net, 
$1.50 Revell 
STRATEMEYER (E.), Dave Perter’s return to school, 
SEBS ec ciccsdccadscdwecsereuses Lothrop, L. & S. 


Tass (John B.), Quips and quiddits, net, $1. 
Small, M. 


VANDERLIP (Frank A.), Business and education, net, 
SEOs vin co cndce Cévdee shaded wot eeteeetes Dufiield 


Viereck (G. S.), Nineveh, net, $1.20......Mo/ffat, Y. 
WINDFLOWER series, 35 V., €@., 50 c....Amer. Bapttst 


Wor tp’s classics, about 70 v., ed., 40 ¢.; simp Jeath., 
Oxford Univ. 





From ‘Partners of Providence.”’ 


na 
Copyright, 1907, by The Century Company. 


“PUT A PLANK OUT AND CAME ABOARD.” 
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Books for Summer Reading 
THE DIAMOND KEY 


AND HOW THE RAILWAY HEROES WON IT 


By ALVAH MILTON KERR 
Illustrated by F. B. Masters and others. $1.50 





Mr. Kerr, the most gifted of all writers of railroad stories, was once a train 
despatcher and knows railroad life thorovghly. An intensely interesting story of 
love, danger and adventure. Not a dull line in it. 





SOC LIVILE 
DAVE PORTER’S RETURN TO SCHOOL 


By EDWARD STRATEMEYER 
Third volume of “ Dave Porter Series.” Illustrated. $1.25 
Dave Porter is a typical American schoolboy; a scholar, an athlete, and a good 
fellow. His return to the boarding school, the “Hall,” is marked by interesting 
experiences which boy readers will be glad to learn about. 


RAYMOND BENSON AT KRAMPTON 


By CLARENCE D. BURLEIGH 
Second volume of “Raymond Benson Series.*’ Illustrated. $1.50 
We have had good books telling of the larger and more aristocratic preparatory 
schools, but never before one that so well told of life at a typical country academy 
of the sort that have furnished the inspiration for so many successful and distinguished 
men. “Krampton” is New Hampton, N. H., where the author was graduated in 1883, 
and the book is based on his actual experience. 


PRISCILLA OF THE DOLL SHOP 


By NINA RHOADES 
Author of ‘* The Little Girl Next Door,” etc. Illustrated. $1.00 
The mere statement that in this book Miss Rhoades has equalled the interest of the 
other books that have made her such a favorite will be sufficient. 


FIFTY FLOWER FRIENDS 


WITH FAMILIAR FACES 


By EDITH DUNHAM 
A Field Book for Boys and Girls. With twelve full-page colored plates, decorations 
and fifty text illustrations from nature by W. I. Beecroft. $1.50 

Children cannot too soon begin to know the’ wild flowers, and here they are told 
in a charming way where and when to look for each of fifty widely distributed 
common flowering plants; also, how they get their names, and how to know them from 
the remarkably accurate drawings of Mr. Beecroft, a skilled botanist and superior 
artist. 





LOTHROP, LEE & SHEPARD CO. - BOSTON 


The Publishers’ Weekly. [No. 1843] May 25, 19 


% 
2 


_ 


za 
» 
x 
3 
an 
x 


: 





. 
| 


P| 





. 
| 








May 25, 1907 [No. 1843] The Publishers’ Weekly. 16 





THE FIRST YEAR OF 


EVERYMANS 
Li BRARY 






When the first One Hundred Volumes of Everyman’s Library were announced 
a little over a year ago the general description of this new uniform edition of standard 
books was framed with caution as it was feared that the portion of the public which is 
well informed about books would not be able to reconcile the ambitious plans an- 
nounced for Everyman?’s with the very moderate cost of the cloth bound edition. 


A year has passed and Everyman’s Library has gained for itself a wide circle 
of friends and purchasers who recognize that this Library affords A PERFECTLY 
SATISFACTORY FORM IN WHICH TO POSSESS THE GREAT BOOKS. 


Everyman’s has, in fact, more than fulfilled the promises made for it. The 
idea of having each volume prefaced with an introduction by some eminent writer 
especially fitted to speak with authority on that particular book has been followed out 
with great success. Among the authors who contributed introductory chapters to 
the second one hundred volumes were James Bryce, G. K. Chesterton, R. Brimley 
Johnson and others. 


In the details of manufacture the original high excellence has, of course, been 
maintained. The care originally bestowed upon the selection of form, materials, 
typography and binding of Everyman?’s has been justified by the universal ap- 
preciation of the beauty and attractiveness of the volumes. 


A review of the TWO HUNDRED TITLES NOW READY shows that Every- 
man’s is indeed a ‘‘library” containing representative books from every depart- 
ment of literature. In fiction it offers Scott's Waverley Novels, 21 volumes, Jane 
Austen’s Novels, 5 vols., Cooper’s Leather-stocking Tales, 5 vols., with a long list of 
famous books, many of them being complete sets. In History are Macaulay’s Eng- 
land, Grote’s History of Greece, Motley’s Dutch Republic, and many other standard 
histories in single volumes and sets. Every department shows clearly the intention to 
develop this edition so as to include in the thousand volumes it is ultimately 
purposed to issue, those books which have best withstood the test of time and 
are of permanent value to this generation. 


Send for sample books selected from the list. From these specimen copies and 
the printed matter that will be sent with them you can form an idea of the uniform 
excellence and future scope of Everyman's Library. In selecting titles you need not 
avoid ‘‘ breaking sets.” Everyman’s Library is sold one book at a time, or as many 
as you please, 


Cloth,'50 Cents per Volume; Crimson Leather, $1.00 





JUST READY 


The Everyman Ruskin in 10 Vols. 


E. P. DUTTON & COMPANY 
31 West 23d Street New York City 















1656 The Publishers Weekly. [Vo. 1843] May 25, 190; 














Hundreds are now leaving to tour Europe, and here is a veritable pocket 
encyclopedia of travel especially designed for the Transatlantic Tourist ! 


The Travelers’ Handbook 


By JOSEPHINE TOZIER 


Author of ‘*In English Inns ”’ 

Originally published a year and a half ago, this book has already become astandard manual for European 
travelers. It promises to maintain its usefulness and popularity for years to come. Miss Tozier has made 
an extensive revision of the entire book. A new feature in this edition is a series of practical directions 
and hints for travelers who may wish to see Europein motor cars. 


Full of Charm to the Casual Reader It Answers Every Question—Nothing Comparable 


‘*. . . It carries all those little details of ‘*Armed by a preliminary study of this book the 
information which are so useful to the tourist,infor- |} American who has never essayed a voyage to Europe 
mation about comfort and clothing, proper dis- |] andtraveled in Great Britain or onthe Continent may 
bursement in tips, methods of traveling, the |] go about that business with alight heart. With this 
handling of money, etc. The author is very |] little volume in your possession it will not be neces- 
clever, too, in her style, for, odd as it may ]] sary totry to extract information from your traveled 
seem, even the casual reader who does not intend |] friendsaboutthedifficulties which loom up before the 
to travel will find many pages of real interest in |} neophyteintransatlantictravel.... Ofits kind no 
the book.”’—Soston Journal. other guide bookcan compare with it.”— NV. Y. Press. 


12mo, cloth. Handy Pocket Size. Illustrated. 211 pages. Price, $1.00, Net; 


How to (Tiery Booxs) Balm in 
Speak in Gilead 


* For which there will 
Public positively be a big By Florence 


By Grenville Kleiser demand during Morse Kingsley 


Author of ** The Transfigu- 
Formerly Instructor in ration of Miss Philura,” 
EI ti d Publi T h S 
omer ee e ummer 
Season 























Eye,” ete. 


“Balm in Gilead’”’ is 
a companion volume to 
‘*The Transfiguration of 
Miss Philura,’’ which has 
held asteady popularity for six years, increasing in 
sales each year, uptil they have reached a total of 
Over 50,000 copies. 

The popularity of Mrs. Kingsley’s novels has 
been widespread, and there will bea large demand 
for this, her latest work. 


12mo, cloth. Illustrated. Hour Glass 
Series. 40 cents, Net; by mail, 45 cents 





** Titus,” ‘*The Needle’s 
Divinity Sehool 









This New Book is 
a Complete Elocutionary 
Manual. for Students, 
Teachers, Business Men, Lawyers, Clergymen, 
Politicians, Clubs, Debating Societies, and, in fact, 
everyone interested in the art of public speaking. 
HON. ALBERT J. BEVERIDGE: ‘It is admirable 
and practical instruction in the technic of speak- 
ing, and I congratulate you upon your thorough 
work,”’ 
12mo, cloth, $1.25, Net. 
Postpaid, $1.40. 

























AN IMPORTANT BOOK FOR MOTHERS AND NURSES 


The Health-Care of the Baby 


By LOUIS FISCHER, M.D. 


Author of ‘‘Infant Feeding in Health and Disease,’’ 
‘*‘A Text-book on Diseases of Infancy and Childhood.’’ 
Attending Physician to the Willard Parker and Riverside Hospitals; former Instructor in Diseases 
of Children at the New York Post-Graduate Medical School and Hospital, etc. 

_ With hot weather, that most trying season for the infant, at hand, this book fillsatimely want. It con- 
tains suggestions and advice for infant feeding in health and disease. Directions are also given for the 
management of fever, and it will be found a guide during the prevalence of measles, croup, skin diseases, 
etc. There will bea great call for this book during the hot months, 


12mo, cloth, 75 cents, Net ; by mail, 82 cents 


FUNK & WAGNALLS COMPANY, Publishers, New York and London 
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Are you 
under her spell? 


Dulcibel 


By the author of 
“Pemberton” 


She fills the pages of the wonderful 
Salem witchcraft story with a sweet- 
ness and naiveté that have made it the 
most charming and, naturally, the 
most read novel of the day. An in- 
tensely human mixture of love’s 
smiles and tears. 


Illustrations in Color 


$250.00 in Prizes 
To Readers 


Particulars on wrapper of each book 


All Booksellers, $1.50 


Published by 
THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO., 
Philadelphia. 


Two other successes from the same publishers: 
“The Bishop of Cottontown” and “The Quakeress” 
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Diary of Delia ¥— 
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N pS 
4 By ONOTO WATANNA 
Author of Py e 
“A JAPANESE NIGHTINGALE” “Ze 
V 
This most amusing tale has a novel history. The author (whose ‘‘ Japanese 
Nightingale” has sold by the hundred thousand and become a modern classic) 
submitted it to a great magazine over the mom de plume of Winifred Mooney ; it re 
was immediately accepted. Then, being assured thatthe ‘‘ Diary” did not need Ww 
any of her famous reputation to be appreciated, the author consented to have the se 
story published over the name known to every American reader. It is roaring se 
fun with no lack of love interest. Illustrated. $1.25 m 
w 


Nimrod’s Wife By GRACE GALLATIN SETON tt 





A romantic account of the author’s trips in the Sierra, the Rockies, on the 
Ottawa, and in Norway. A worthy companion volume to Mrs. Seton’s very 
successful ‘‘ Woman Tenderfoot.” Illustrated, Net, $1.75 ; postage, 15 cents 


as 


The Awakening of China By Dr. W. A. P. MARTIN 


A book with tremendous international significance, since it indicates what may 
be the result of the rejuvenation of the Chinese Giant. Uniform with The 
Opening of Tibet, in our Geographical Library. 

Lilustrated from photographs. Net, $3.80; postage, 32 cents 


Navigating the Air 


This book, by the scientific and active members of the Aero Club of America, 
is a record of personal experiences, and fully shows the present state of aerial 
navigation, with problems for the future and records of the past. 

Net, $1.50 ; postage, 15 cents 


The Industr ial Republic By the author of “The Jungle” 


Mr. Sinclair's book ought to be as widely discussed as ‘‘ Looking Backward,”’ 
for it offers a far more plausible solution of problems, the urgency of which 
everyone admits. Net, $1.20 ; postage, 12 cents 














;~. 


Salt Glazed Stoneware _ sy Prof. EDWIN A. BARBER 


Tells all about the ancient wares of Germany and the Low Countries, England s 
and the United States. Uniform with ‘‘ Tin Enamelled Pottery” in our Primers 
of Art. Net, 90 cents; postage, 10 cents 









COUNTRY LIFE THE WoRLD's WoRK Tue GARDEN 
IN AMERICA FARMING MAGAZINE 


DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & Co. NEw York. 
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H. M. CALDWELL CO. 


BOSTON Publishers NEW YORK 








FOR SPRING 
A A 


THE COMMUTER’S 
GARDEN RECORD 


Written and Illustrated by AMY CAROL RAND 


‘‘The Commuter’s Garden Record ”’ offers an opportunity to 
record all that is done in the flower garden, what is planted and 
when, giving a chance to note all successes—and failures—for 
several years. There are planting-tables, with general suggestions for the culture of about 
seventy-five of the old garden favorites, and a reminder of what to do in the garden month by 
month. The book will be of aid both to the amateur and the professional ; to the former, it 
will open the door to garden success, and to the latter, it will furnish an opportunity to record 
the success that has already been attained. 

Printed in two colors on highly finished paper and bound in art canvas. 


Size, 814 x 734. 


FOR COMMENCEMENT 





Price, $1.50 


MY GRADUATION 
By MARION L. PEABODY 


No pains have been spared in making this School or College 
Girl’s Memory Book the most complete and elaborate volume 
that has yet been offered to the trade, with its appropriate 
border designs and selections on every page, arranged to record 
all the details of her school or college life, outdoor sports of the 
season, theatre parties, auto parties, receptions, musicales, etc., 
and when conscientiously followed will give her a complete 
epitome of the events of thattime. Size, 8x1Io. 

Printed in two colors, on highly finished paper. Bound in 
English crash cloth, gold side and back stamp, full gilt edges. 
In a box matching the binding, Price, $2.50 
Half mottled morocco, embossed, full gold edges, boxed, 4.00 
Full crushed levant morocco, full gold edges, boxed, 7-50 





FOR SUMMER 


WALKING A FINE ART 


By EDWARD F. BIGELOW 


A collection of selections on the healthful exercise of walking, gotten up in dainty gift book 
style. Bound in crash, full gold and back stamp. Size, 74x 5. Price, $1.50 
Full limp chamois, silk lined, 5-00 


SPECIAL NOTE 


Our Holiday line of Gift Books, Handy Volume Classics, etc., are more replete than ever 
with novel and original bindings. Ask your jobber to see the Caldwell Editions before com- 
pleting your Fall purchases. Catalog on application. 
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NELSON'S NEW CENTURY LIBRARY 








New style 
complete in 
One Velume 


The works of the best authors have 

neve1 been obtainable in a form so ~~ Old style 
elegant—nothing like the New Century ee. Two 
Library has ever been produced. Large ¥ 
novels formerly requiring two bulky 
volumes are issued in one handsome 
book, not thicker chan a monthly 
magazine and of pocket size—414x 64% 
inches, yet the size of the type is not 
reduced. 


Just Published 
CEORCE ELIOT’S WORKS 


The Finest Set of Eliot on the Market. Complete in Twelve Volumes. 






Volumes 





Type Same Size 
in Both 


PUI IOS Toe 


1. ADAM BEDE | S& SCENES of CLERICAL LIFE | 9. DANIEL DERONDA I, 
2, THE MILL ON THE FLOSS | 6. SILAS MARNER | 10. DANIEL DERONDA II, 
8. FELIX HOLT 7. MIDDLEMARCH I. | 11, POEMS 

4. ROMOLA 8 MIDDLEMARCH II. 12. ESSAYS 


Each volume contains a frontispiece beautifully printed on India tint paper, and they are handsomely 
bound in the following styles: 


ee er ae I NORRIE 6 os 5 5G obs 6 Co ccwdecwardnadccct Kepescesescodsvivete Per volume, $1.00 
GREEN LEATHER LIMP, gilt top, frontispiece, bookmark, in box........eeeseseseee: Per volume, 1.25 
Complete sets of 12 volumes in a neat box. Cloth, $12.00; Leather Limp, $15.00 
Sold either in Single Volumes or in Sets 
Already Published. Complete Works of 
SHAKESPEARE 6 Volumes THACKERAY 14 Volumes AUSTEN 2 Volumes 
DICKENS 17 Volumes SCOTT 25 Volumes BRONTES 5 Volumes 


And Selected Works of the Best Authors 
Prices, $1.00, $1.25 and $1.50, according to the style of binding. 


THOMAS NELSON & SONS, Publishers, 37 East 18th Street, New York 








BRENTANO’S SPRING BOOKS 


THE DEMETRIAN. By Ellison Harding. 12mo, cloth, $1.50 


A novel dealing with the problem of the marriage relations between the sexes. An ingenious 
and entertaining development of a new theory. 


THE SHULAMITE. By Alice and Claude Askew. 12mo, cloth, $1.50 


The novel from which was taken the plot of the successful play of the same name which 
made such a hit in New York. 


THE MAN WHO WON. By Mrs. Baillie Reynolds 
Author of “ Thalassa.” 12mo, cloth, $1.50 


COUNT BUNKER. By H. Storer Clouston. 12mo, cloth, $1.25 


A story of real humor by the author of “ The Lunatic at Large.” 


THE FIRST GENTLEMAN OF EUROPE, By Lewis Melville 


With numerous full-page plates. 2 vols. 8vo. $6.00 net. 
An engaging and interesting account of the social life of London in the early Georgian period. 


SCHOOL DAYS: A Memory Book. By Josephine Bruce. Large 8vo, $2.00 


An illustrated volume designed for boys and girls in which they can record the striking 
incidents of their young lives. A very pretty volume prettily presented. 


AT THE ACTORS’ BOARDING HOUSE. By Helen Green 


12mo, cloth, $1.00 


Stories of the real life of New York. A masterly presentation of the people of the city who 
live high and low. Helen Green is the Bret Harte of Upper Broadway. 


An Artistic Bernard Shaw Poster, of which but a limited number have been printed, will be sent on 
application, for ten cents to cover postage. 


BRENTANO’S UNION SQUARE NEW YORK 
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A CTE ENR NRE I 
HERE isa reason why the Record-Herald of Chicago 


should say THE BAKER & TayLor Co. are publish- 
ing unusually good fiction this year. The reason is 


THE CASE OF DR. HORACE 


By JOHN H. PRENTIS 
With a frontispiece by Rollin Crampton, $1.25 


THE SOWING oF ALDERSON GREE 


By MARCARET PRESCOTT MONTACUE 


Author of ‘‘ The Poet, Miss Kate and I” 
With a frontispiece in color by W, T. Benda. $1.50 


B 
DIMBIE AND I eet sarnes-crunpy 


Illustrated by Otto Lang. $1.50 


THE GOLDEN HAW K corta ticker 


Illustrated by W. T. Benda. Price $1.50 








FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS 









OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS 


American Branch 


NEW PUBLICATIONS 










NEW LARGE TYPE SHAKESPEARE 
Complete works. Edited by W. J. Craic, M.A. With portrait and a Glossary. Crown 8vo, 


cloth, $1.50. 
Oxford India paper edition, cloth, $2.50; Venetian morocco, $3.75; Persian morocco, $4.50. 


Oxford India paper edition, with illustrations from the Boydell Gallery, cloth, $3.00; Rutland 








morocco, $5.00. 


THE PROBLEM OF SPELLING REFORM 


By the Rev. Prof. W. W. SxeatT. Being a lecture delivered before the British Academy, May 2, 






1906. 8Vvo, paper covers, 25 cents. 
‘** Everyone interested in spelling reform should read this lecture."’ 


THE KING’S ENGLISH: 


The common errors into which writers are liable to fall, and how such errorscan be avoided, By 


H. W. F.and F.C. F. Crown 8vo, cloth, $1.75. 

** Sure to find readers and to be talked about.’’—M. Y. Sun. 

**A book that will be found as entertaining as it is helpful.”"—. V. Tribune. 
‘“* Scholarly, pleasantly allusive, and not untinged with humor.”’—7he Diad. 


THE CANADIAN WAR OF I812 
By C. P. Lucas, C.B. 8vo, with 8 maps, $4.15. A graphic and impartial account of the war between 
Great Britain and the United States, 1812-15. 


OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS (* 
















MERICAN 
BRANCH 





) 91-93 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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The Windflower 
Series 


A new series of books, 12mo size, 
cloth bound. Originally publishea 
by the Society at $1.00 and $1.25. 

We give below a few titles. A com- 
plete list sent upon request. 


{ 50 cts. per copy; average 
PRICE { postage I5 cts. per volume. 























Beautiful Joe. Mar- 
SHALL SAUNDERS , 
Black Diamonds; Re ; 
or, The Curiosi- 7 * * 
ties of Coal. Rev. BPO LES LX 
SypNey Dyer, Ph.D. & 
Candid Critic and > ; 
Other Stories, A. 
MaupeE R. Mayne : 
Capt’n Thistletop. & th 
SOPHIE SWETT we 
Charlotte’s Re- ia me 
venge. CAROLINE : 
STARR MORGAN 
Conflict and Con- 
uest. Rev. G. 
NEEDHAM 
Dickey Downy. BE 
VIRGINIA SHARP PatT- 
TERSON 
Evangel Wiseman; or, The Mother’s 
Question. Satiiz RocuEsTeR Forp 
For the Other Boy’s Sake and Other 
Stories. MARSHALL SAUNDERS 
From Out the Flame. Rev. W. R. Burret 
From the Heart of England. By the author 
of ** Old Bristol.”’ 
Holy War, The. Joun Bunyan 
House of Armour, The. MarsHAtt SAUNDERS 
In Colonial Days. L.M.N. 
In the Days of Massasoit. Hezexian But- 
TERWORTH 
In Editha’s Day. Mary E. Bamrorp 
Isle that is Called Patmos, The. WiL.L1Am 
Epcar GEIL. 
L’hasa at Last. J. MacponaALp OxLry 
Lily of France,A. CAro.inz ATWATER Mason 
Lone Point: A Summer Outing. Grace 
Livincston HILu 
Merivale Will, The. L. M.N. 
New England Miracle, The. Hezexian 
BuTTERWORTH 
O’erturn o’ Botany Bay, The. E. J. Stozo 
On the World’s Roof. J. MacponaLtp OxLey 
Pilgrim’s Progress. Joun Bunyan 
Quiet King, The. CaxoLine Atwater Mason 
Saxenhurst. D. C. 
Eppy, D.D. 
me rr Light, The. 
IL DRED SCARBOR- 
OUGH 
Tale of the Kloster, 
A. BROTHER JABEZz 
Uncle Boston’s 
Spicy Breezes. 
Boston W, Smitx 
What a Girl Can Do. 
Miss L, Batxs 
The White Shield. 
CAROLINE ATWATER 
Mason 
A Wind Flower. 
CARKOLINE ATWATER 
Mason 











ORDER FROM THE NEAREST HOUSE 
PHILADELPHIA 


AMERICAN BAPTIST 
PUBLICATION SOCIETY 


NEW YORK CHICAGO ATLANTA 
BOSTON ST.LOVIS DALLAS 
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A 


Suggestion to 
Novel Readers 








When this attractive 
guide to “Summer 
Reading” reaches you 
kindly make note of 
the address of the 
retail bookseller who 
sends it, and when you 
are ready to buy the 
books you fancy send 
him the order in appre- 
ciation of his enter- 
prise. He merits this 
consideration. 


Qerman Banks, 


the largest stock in America, from 
which we can fill almost all orders 
upon receipt. 

Books for learning more than 


250 Foreign Languages 
on hand. Catalogues mailed free. 


E. Steiger & Co., New York. 
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TERMS OF ADVERTISING. 

Under the heading “Books. Wanted,” book-trade 
subscribers are given the privilege of a free ad- 
vertisement for books out of print of five non- 
pareil lines, exclusive of address, in any issue except 
special numbers, to an extent not exceeding 100 lines 
a year. If more than five lines are sent, the excess 
is at 10 cents a line, and amount should be tnclosed, 
Bids for current books and such as may be v 
had from the publishers, and repeated matter, as well 
us all advertisements from non-subscribers, must be 
paid for at the rate of 10 cents a line. 

Under the heading “Books for Sale,” the charge to 
subscribers and non-subscribers is 10 cents a nonparesl 
line for each insertion. No deduction for repeated 
matter, 

All other small undisplayed advertisements will be 
charged at the uniform rate of 10 cents a nonparei! 
line. Eight words may be reckoned to the line, 

Parties with whom we have no accounts must pay 
in advance, otherwise no notice will be taken of their 
Communications, 


BOOKS WANTED. 


fain answering, please state edition, condi- 
tion, ana price, including postage or express charges 

Houses that are willing to deal exclusively on 
a cash-on-delivery basis will find it to their advantage 
to put after their firm-name the word [Cash.] 

sa Write your wants plainly and on one side of 
the sheet only. Illegibly-writien “wants” will be con- 
sidered as not having been received. The “Publishers’ 
Weekly” does not hold itself responsible for errors. 

It should be understood that the appearance of 
advertisements in this column, or elsewhere in the 
“Publishers’ Weekly” does not furnish a guarantee 
of credit. While it is endeavored to safeguard these 
columns by withdrawing the privilege of their use 
from advertisers who are not “good pay,” book- 
sellers should take the usual precautions, as to adver- 
tisers not known to them, that they would take in 
making sales to any unknown parties. 











A. G., P. 0. Box 943, New York. 

Captain Jinks, Fitch. Doubleday, Page & Co. 

copy. 

Arthur M. Allen, 454 Fulton St., Troy, N. Y. 
Draper, Intellectual Development of Europe. 
Fleay, Biographical Chronicle Eng. Drama. 
Oxford Book English Poetry. 
Skeat, Selections From North’s Plutarch. 
I'urness, Concordance Shakespeare’s Poems. 


F. G. Allen, 78 Genesee St., Auburn, N. Y. 
Set of Stoddard’s Lectures, 14 vols., hf. mor. 


Amer. Bap. Pub. Soc., 37 S. Pryor St., Atlanta, Ga. 
Lessons in Prayer, by T. S. Andrews. 
Am. Bapt. Pub. Soc., 177 Wabash Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
Interlinear Greek and English Translation. 
Matthew Henry’s Commentary. 
Autobiography of Jno. B. Gough. 
Also any other of Gough’s books. 
Amer. Mag. Exch., P. 0. Box 587, St, Louis, Mo. 
Letter or manuscript by Richard Hovey. 
Mechanics of Civil Engineering and Machine Con- 

ween by Dr. Weisbach, trans. by Cox. About 

79. 

American News Co., 39 Chambers S8t., N. Y. 

Science and Health, rst or 3d ed. 
American Press Co., Baltimore, Md. 

Harper's Magazine, vol.. 33, page 704. 
Lit pincott’s Magazine, vol. 8, pages 259 and 368. 
Harper’s Magazine, vol, 6, page 175. 
Henry Clay, anything about him, anecdotes, etc. 


Ammon & Mackel, Successors to Leggat Bros., 
81 Chambers St., N. Y. 


Clean 


Powers That Prey, 

James, Ccemmunism in America, 

“7? Vinden, Life, Its Variety, Phenomena and Na- 

re. 
J. I, Anderson & Co,, 183 Dundas St., London, Can. 
Jacob and Strudwicks, Kelso. 
Theodore A, Arnold, 512 W. Mulberry St., 

Baltimore, Md, [Cash.] 

Illinois Geological Survey, vols. 6, 7, 8. 

Cincinnati Society of Natural History. 


Theodore Arnold.—Continued., 


Kennedy, At Home and Abroad. 
Kennedy, Occasional Addresses. 
Autograph Leaves of Our Country’s Hist. 


Assoc. Book Co., 4 W. 40th St., N. ¥. 


Conse Thirteen Weeks of Prayer. Pub, by Revell, 
1680. 
Tiearn, Laicadio, any 1st eds. 


Jos. Baer & Co., care of Lehmaier, Schwartz & 
Co., 207-215 E, 22d St., N. Y. 


Magazine of Western History. 

Elliot’s Debates in Convention. 

Carson, Hist, of U. S. Court. 

Mason, The Veto Power. 

The Nation, 1865 to date. 

Macpherson, Hist. of Reconstruction. 

Ellis, The Red Men and the White. 

Lodge, English Colonies, 

Ellis, Puritan Age in Massachusetts. 

Arnold, Rhode Island. 

Trumbull, Connecticut, 

Belknap, New Hampshire. 

Proud, Pennsylvania. 

Mcore, North Carolina. 

Burgess, United States. 

Davis, Confed. Government. 

Harper’s War With Spain. 

Taussig, Tariff History. 

Papers of the Amer, Hist. Soc. 

Poor’s Manual, 1869-71, ’72-’73, 
’76-77. 

Journal of Amer. Folk-Lore, vol. 1, 5 to date. 

Livingstone, Works. Pub. by Prison Assoc., 1873. 


Bailey & Sackett, Syracuse, N. Y. 
Scott, Elliott, Story of Atlantis. 
Wm M, Bains, 1213 Market St., Phila., Pa. 


Harrison, Choice of Books and Other Literary Pieces. 
Maciillan. 

Patmore, Angel in House. Bell. 

De Costa, Rambles in Mt. Desert. Randolph. 

Swift, Tale of Tub. 

Carhart, Primary Batteries. Allyn & Bacon. 

Dennelly, Atlantis, 


Baker & Taylor Co., 33 E. 17th St., N. Y. 
Century Atlas. 
Baltimore Book Co., 305 St. Paul St., Baltimcre, Md, 


The Norman People, 

Parton’s Life of Burr, 2 vols. 

Hall’s Hist. of Eastern Vermont, 

Tichborne, Trial for Ejectment. 

Howell, State Trials. 

Voppleton’s Map of Baltimore. 

Baptist Book Concern, 642 4th Ave., Louisville, Ky. 


Benedict’s History of the Baptists, in 1 vol. 

Minutes of the Philadelphia Association, 2d ed. 

Campbellism Examined and Re-examined, by J. B. 
Jeter, new or second-hand. 

Rev. John Wesley’s Works, either new or second- 
hand will do. 

Nathan Bangs’ History of the Church, either new or 
second-hand will do. 


H, C, Barnhart, 49 MS enue St., York, Pa. 


ash. 
Woman’s Love and Life, by Jules Michelet, trans. 
by Dr. J. W. Palmer, 


Cc. H. Barr, Lancaster, Pa. 


Legends of Hell Street, Lamborn. 

Life of Rochambeau. 

Poetical Wo1ks of Sir Edwin Arnold. 

Great Ice Age and Its Relation to the Antiquity of 
Man. Appleton. 

Pre-Histcric Times. Appleton. 

The Origin of Civilization. 

Principles of Glass Making, Powell. 

Cotton Mather, Puritan Priest, Wendel. 

Contemporary French Novelists, Rene 
Crowell. 

Story of Pilgrim Fathers, H. M. Arber. 

Carriage and condition. 

N. J. Bartlett & Co., 28 Cornhill, Boston, 

The Anesthetic Revelation, by Blood. 

Cook’s Last Voyage, by Ledyard. Hartford, 1783. 

Second Knapp Trial. Boston, 1830. 

Thacher, James, Works on Rees. 

Addison’s life of Bishop Bass. 

Burt’s Brief Hist. Greek Philosophy. 

Monck’s Sir Wm. Hamilton. 

Morris, British Thoughts and Thinkers. 

Davis, Jameson’s Raiders. 


74°75, °75-'76. 


Macmillan, 
Dodd. 
Doumic. 
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BOOKS WANTED.—Continued. 


Arthur F. Bird, 22 Bedford St., Strand, Lond., Eng, 


System, March, 1907. 

Scribner's Mag., Jan.; 1904. 

Eucke’; Cosmic Consciousness, 2 copies. 
Richardson’s Classification. Pub. by Scribner. 
Engineering and Mining Journal, Dec. 15, 1906. 


W. W. Blake, Calle Jalapa.1419, Mexico City, Mex. 


Randelier, Archzxological Tour in Mexico. 
Gregg, Commerce of the Prairies. 
Jebb, A Strange Career. 

Offers must include postage. 


G. Blatchford, Pittsfield, Mass, 


God’s Light as It Came to Me. 

Joseph, the Prime Minister, Taylor. 

Sound and Light, Sir George Stokes. 

Bobbs-Merrill Co., Indianapolis, Ind. 

Mifflin, At the Gates of Song. 

Mifflin, Echoes of Greek Idyils. 

Mifflin, Fields of Dawn. 

Riley, Home Folks, rst ed. 

kiley, Rhymes of Childhvod, 1st ed. 

Riley, Afterwhiles, rst ed, 

Riley, Defective Santa Ciaus, 1st ed. 

Riley, Out to Old Aunt Mary’s, 1st ed. 

Riley, The Boss Girl, 1st ed. 

Troster, White Horse of \ootton, 1st ed. 

Lost Spectacles. 

Bishop, Americanized Delsarte Culture. 

N. W. Everts, Wm. Colgate, Christian Layman. 

Jas. Whitcomb Riley, Tie Messiah of the Nations 
Set to Music. 


Book Exchange, Toledo, O. 
Addison, Fssays, ed. by Symons. 
Arden of Faversham, Mermaid Series, plain cl. 
Baudelaire, Poems, any [English trans. 
De Maupassant, Boule de Suif, ed. by Symons. 
Hunt, Essays, introd. by Symons. 


Book Shop, 40 Brattle St., Boston, Mass, 


Arius: the Libyan, by Kouns. 
Dorcas, Daughter of Faustina, by Kouns. 


Brentano’s, Union Sq., N. Y. 
Theological Works, Hermes Trismegistus. 
Tincker’s Aurora. 
Signor Monaldini’s Niece. 
Col, Enderby’s Wife. 
Lamon’s Recollections of Jincoln. 
Manon Lescaut, English trans. : 
Hermetic Philosophy, by Styx, 2 vols. J. B. L. & Co. 
Virgin of the World, trans. by Eugene Wilder. 
The Earth and Its Inhaoitants, by Reclus, 21 vols. 
Dr. Washington Mathew’s Night Chants. 
Blue Light, by Col. Pleasant. 
Henderson, History of Germany in the Middle Ages. 
Opdyke, Tales From the Aegean. 
Burton’s Arabian Nights, 17 vols. 
Abbott’s Antique Watches, 
Byrnes’ Highway Construction. 
Greenwood’s Merrie England. 
Annie Ogle’s Lost Soul. 
Goethe’s Favst, Eng. trans., illus. by Kaulbach. 
Jol. and Let. of Thos. Moore. 
Brentano’s, 1228 F St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 
Canadian Contingent in So. African War. 
Donat’s Battle of Mukden. 


Gilmer’s Ordinary Woman. 

Mme. B., Empress Josephine’s Memoirs. 

Bauer’s Terr. Magnetism, etc., vols. 1-7. 

Bridgman & Lyman, 108 Main St., Northampton, 
Mass, 


Whence and Whither of Man, Tyler. 


Buffalo’ Book ERE 50 Seneca St., Buffalo, 


Pub. by Harper. 


Burton Society. 


Engineer, Nov., 1899, both parts. 
Silk Journal, April, 1907. 
Nichols, Boiler Maker. 

Tait, Heat. 

Lewell, Hydraulic Experiments. 
Smith, Fr. H., Hydraulics. 
Lasker, Common Sense in Chess. 
Lasker, Chess Endings, 2 copies. 

Buffalo Public Library, Buffalo, N. Y. 
Winsor’s Narrative.and Critical History of America. 
Larned’s History for Ready Reference, 

March’s Thesaurus, 
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The Burrows Bros, Co.,633 Euclid Ave.,Cleveland, 0 
Ellwanger, Story of My House. 

LEllwanger, In Gold and Silver. 

Allen, Poker Rules in Rhyme. 

Duncker, Hist. of Antiquity, vol. 7, or set. 
Chambers, Book of Days. 

Kedding, Our Near Future; cr anything by him. 
O’Reilly, Mcondyne, 

Skinner, Key to Heb. and Egyp. Mysteries. 
Quadrature cf the Circle. 

Sparks, Writings of Washington. 

De Haas, Early Settlement Western Va. 
Crozier, Va. Colonial Militia. 

Cranmer, Upper Qhio Valley. 

Loner, Washington’s Journal. 

Trans. of Samaritan Pentateuch. 


Walter 8. Butler, 1010 Broad St., Selma, Ala. 
l'irst Settlers of Upper Georgia, by Geo. R. Giimer 
Pub. by I). Appleton & Co, 
Americana Encyclopedia, new or second-hand. 


W. A. Butterfield, 59 Bromfield St., Boston, Mass. 


Ola American book plates. 

Chapman’s Bird Portfolio (3). 

Book of Jasher Noah, Geuld. 1840. 

Life of Thomas Hooker. S. S. S., 1840. 

Garibaldi, Rule of the Monk; or, Rome in the roth 
Century. 

Velasquez, by Justi. 


Arter’s Anthclogy, vol. 2. Oxford Univ. 


J. W. Cadby, 50 Grand St., Albany, N. Y. 
Morse’s Report to the Sec. of War en Indian Affairs 
Boudinot’s Star in the West. 

Wilkinson’s Memoirs, vol. :. 

Book Buyer, 1884, all; Jan., ’85; March, Sept., Nov. 
88; Jan., "89; May, ‘o2. 

Gleason’s Pictorial, vols, 2, 7. 

Littell’s Living Age, 1878-81; also nos. 2284, 2663. 

Burton's Gentleman's Magazine, 1838-’ 39. 

The Casket, Phila., 1827-’31 ’39-’40. 

Educational Review, Oct., Nov., 1897; Jan., 
sept., Oct., Nov., Dec., ‘98; Feb., Sept., 
_ March, Nov., ’o1; Jan.-April, Sept., Dec., ’o2. 

Coutemporary Review, 1867-'71. 

St. Nicholas, vols. 1-6. Good price. 


Campion & Co., 1305 Walnut St., Phila., Pa. 


Lace, Ancient and Modern, by Mrs. Beebe. 

l:embroidery and Lace, by Cole. 

Old Point Lace and How to Copy It, by Hawkins. 

A Woman of No Importance, by Oscar Wilde, small 
4to, old rose color. Pub, by John Lane. 

My Uncle Benjamin, by ‘Tellier. 

Carnegie Library, Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Puckley, J. M.,, Midnight Sun, Land of the Tsar. 
1887. 

Butler, D. C. M., History of Reformation in Sweden 
Under Charles tx. 1883. 

—n Mrs. S. M. H., Norway Nights and Russian 
Jays. 

Goodwin, E. J., New Ground in Norway. 

C. N. Caspar Co., 437 E, Water St., Milwaukee, Wis. 

Brown, [Building ‘Tables. 

Any books by or on Charles Sealsfield, 

Central News Co., 916 Pacific Ave., Tacoma, Wash. 

Droll Tales From Balzac, unexpurgated. 


Children’s Museum Library, 185 Brooklyn Ave., 
Brooklyn, N. YY. ([Cash.] 

Entomelegical News, vol. 2, no. 10, Dec., 1891. 

National Cyclopedia American Biography, vol. 13. 


The H. B. Claflin Co., 7 St. and W. Broadway, 


Feb., 
09; 






































Steddard’s Lectures, in all bindings. 

W. B. Clarke Co., 26 Tremont St., Boston, Mass. 
Stevenson, Thistle ed., red binding, 

Dencer in Yellow, by Norris. 

Dictionary of National Biography, any after vol. 10. 


H. W. Collins, 713 8, B’way, Los Angeles, Cal. 
Farnham’s Early Days of Calif, 
Bryant’s What I Saw in Calif. 
Deck and Port, Colton. 

Essence of Christianity, by Ludwig Feuerbach. 
10 copies The Three Sevens, by the Phelans. 


A. B. Condy, West New Brighton, N. Y. 


Old maps and plans, from 5 cents upwards, singly 
or in parcels. 


1846-7. 











May 25, 1907 [No. 1843] 





BOOKS WANTED.—Continued. 








Co-operative Press, Charlotte, N. C. 
Century Dictionary, new or second-hand. Name price. 


Cunningham, Curtiss & Welch, P. 0. Box 548, 
San Francisco, Cal. 


Philo Christus. Macmillan, 1878. 


Dawson’s Bookshop, 713 8. Broadway, Los 

Angeles, Cal. 

We buy California, Western and occult books. 

Eldorado, Bayard Taylor. 

Frost’s Pictorial Hist, Calif., 8vo. 

Los Gringos, by Wise. 

Historic Towns of the Western States. 

Braxton Par, Daggett. 

Overland Journey, Greeley. 

Biog. of Satan, Kersey. 

Book of Life, by Dr. Alesha Savartha. 

Indian Wars ard Pioneers of Texas, Brown. 


Dives, Pomeroy & Stewart, Reading, Pa. 


Why She Became a Spiritualist, Miss Judson. Ban- 
rer of Light. 


Dixie Book Shop, 41 Liberty St., N. Y. 
Stone’s Capitalistic Guide and R.R. Annual, 18509.. 
Beok of Gardening, Drury. Pub. by Scribner. 
Practical Gvide to Garden PJants, by Weather. 
English Flower Garden, by Robinson. 

Railroad reports, mortgages, leases, etc. 

Dodd, Mead & Co., 372 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 
Journal of Marie Bashkirtseff. 
Ministering Children, by Mrs. Charlesworth. 


E. d’Oleire, Strassburg, Germany. 


U. S. Geclogical Survey, Annual Report, 1878-1904. 
Annual Report of the Bureau of Ethnology, vols. 1-14. 


Eaton & Mains, 21 Adams Ave., E., Detroit, Mich. 


Puerperal Convalescence and Disease of Puerperal! 
Period, Kucher. 


Eau Claire Book and seers Co., Eau Claire, 


8. 

Cheerful Werds From George MacDonald. Lothrop. 
J. B, Edmondson, Room 11309, 190 Washington St., 
Chicago, Ill. 

Chapman’s Handbook to Birds of Eastern No. Amer. 

Appleton. ‘ 
W. C. Edwards, Sibley Block, Rochester, N. Y. 
San Francisco Booklovers’ Magazine, complete, or 

indexes to all vols. 
Hamertor, The Saone. Boston, 1887. 
Century Atlas. 
Century Cyclopedia of Names. 
Kipling, Seven Seas, plain ed. 

Geo, Engelke, 280 N. Clark St., Chicago, Il. 
Roorbach, vol. 4, or set. 

Peculiarities of Am. Cities, Glazier. 
Parkman’s Works, 17 vols., Frontenac ed. 


Evans-Trueman Co., 213 Dauphin St., Mobile, Ala. 


Way Down East, by Maj. Jack Downing. 

dhe Great Conspiracy, by John A, Logan. 

pe Pope ard the Council by James. Roberts Bros., 
_ 1870. 

Forty-four Years cf a Hunter’s Life. 


H. W. Fisher & Co., 127 S. 15th St., Phila., Pa. 
Love Among Artists, by G. B. Shaw. 

Perfect Wagrerite, by G. B. Shaw. 

Fate Mastered, Destiny Fulfilled, by Colville. 

W. ¥. Foote Co,, University Block, Syracuse, N. Y. 
Set of Interrational Encyclopedia. 

a Forbes & Wallace, Springfield, Mass. 

— Art of Living Alone, A. H. Bradford. D., M. 


0. 
The Monday Club Sermons for 1907. Pilgrim Press. 


E Fowler Bros., 221 W. 2d St., Los Angeles, Cal. 

"he Royal Road, Marion Harland. 

Jessica Letters. 

Divine Faith and Natural. 

The Franklin Bookshop (8. N. Rhoads), 210 W. 
Washington Sq., Phila., Pa. 

Weems, Drunkard’s Looking Glass. 

Gentry, Nests and Eggs of Birds of U. S. 

Keane’s Ethnology; also Topinard’s. 

Starcke, Primitive Family. 
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Funk & Wagnalls Co., 23d St. and 4th Ave., N. Y. 
How to Write Fiction. Pub. by Bellaire & Co., 
London. 


Wm. J. Gerhard, 2209 Callowhill St., Phila., Pa. 

Arkansas Geological Survey, 1888, ’89, ’90 excevt vol. 
3, '9t, 92 except vol. 1. 

Georgia Geclogical Survey, Bulletins 1, 2, 4, 5, 6, 
8, 9 and after 1o. 

J. H. Goldstein, 105 Main St., W., Rochester, N. Y. 

Set of I. C. S. Text-Books on Plumbing, Heating 
and Ventilating. 

T. H. Hall, 57 King St., St. John, N. B. 

Allan Dare and Robert Le Diable, by Admirai 
Porter, 

F, F, Hansell & Bro., = Canal St., New Onleans, 


a. 

McCulloch, Men and Measures of Half a Century. 
Scribner. 

Davis, M. E. M., In War Times at La Rose Blanche. 
Lothrop. 

Warner, B. E., Troubled Waters. J. B. Lippincott. 

Reman, Alfred, Military Operations of Gen, Beaure- 
gard. N. Y., 1884. 

Walker, Alexandria, Jackson and New Orleans. N. 
Y., 1856. 

Wilmer, R. H., The Recent Past From a Southern 


Standpoint. 1887. 
Why the Solid South. Woodward, Baltimore, 1890. 


Harvard Co-operative Society, Cambridge, Mass. 
Amer. Hist. Rev., vol. 10, no. 2. Macmillan. 
Zola, The Soil. 
Ernst Hertzberg & Sons, 108-110 Randolph St., 
Chicago, Ill. ([Cash.] 
Ruskin, de luxe ed., any one vol. or part of one. 
Longmans, Green & Co, 
Bruno Hessling Co., Ltd., 64 E, 12th St., N. Y¥. 
Lyon, Colonial Furniture, 
Walter M. Hill, 833 Marshall Field Bldg., 
Chicago, Ill. 
Six Weeks in the Saddle. 
‘Lhe Story of Miss Dollikens. 
Little Rosy’s Travels. 
The New Year’s Bargain, Niel Forrest. 
Around the World (Short Stories), 
Parsons, Heart of the Railroad Problem. 
Holmes, Autocrat, 1st ed. 
Holmes, Currents and Counter-Currents. 1860. 
Holmes, Border Lines cf Knowledge, 1861. 
Holmes, Songs in Many Keys. 1862. 
Holmes, Humorous Poems. 1865. 
Holmes, Mortal Antipathy. 1885, 


Hyland Bros., Portland, Ore. 

Overland, Aug., Dec., 1905; May, Aug., Sept., 1875; 
Feb., June, 1884; June, Sept., 1885. 

Sunset, May to WDec., inclusive, ’98; Feb., May, 
Aug., ’99. 

Book-Lovers’, Jan., 1903. 

Strand, Feb., July, Aug., Dec., 1894; Feb., ’gs. 

World To-day, July, 1903; May, ’o4. 

Cut West, June, July, Aug., 1904. 

Wide World, April, 1996. 

Metrofelitan, June, 1905; Sept., ’o6. 

Out-Door Life, Nov., 1906. 

Outing, Jan., 1897. 

Scritner's, May .and June, 1906. 


Indiana University Library, Bloomington, Ind. 
Charities, vol, 16, no. 17, 
Geo, W. Jacobs & Co., 1216 Walnut St., Phila., Pa. 


Bishop Howe’s Life of Bishop Potter, second-nand. 


William R, Jenkins, 851 6th Ave., N. Y. 
The Horse of America, by Wallace. Pub, by Coates. 
Life of Christ, by Foote. 

Jennings & Graham, 57 Washington St., Chicago. 

Whiston, Literal Accomplishments of Scripture 
Prophecies, 

jruce, The Pauline Gospel. 

Maclaren, The Seven Words on the Cross. 

Laidlaw, The Miracles of Our Lofd. 

Nicoll, The Revelation of Jesus Christ to the Seven 
Churches of Asia. 

J. E. Jewett, 604 Lexington Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Men and Things, Mark Twain. 

Yet Not I, Rev. Wm. Haslam, 

Threefold Gift of God, Wm. Haslam, 


} The Lord is Coming, Wm, Haslain, 


he 
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E. W. Johnson, QE. 4248t,N.¥. E. 42d 8St., N. Y. 


Atlas vol. Century Dict., 6-vol. ed. 
Phantasm of Living, Gurney. 
Battle of Harlem Heights, Johnston. N. Y. Hist. Soc. 


Wm. W. Kellogg, Gack] Ave., Seattle, Wash. 


The Artist, either British or American ed., all nos. 
prior to 182; nos. 185, 191, 202; all nos. following 
251 up to suspension of publication. 


Kimball Bros., 618 Broadway, Albany, N. Y. 


Sargent, S. E., Sunday Evenings at Northcourt. 
Wilkinson’s Annals of Binghamton. 

Nason’s Sir Chas. Henry Franklin. 

Bishop England’s Works, 


King’s Old Book Store, 891 Golden Gate Ave., San 
Francisco, Cal. 


Matzner’s English Grammar, 3 vols. 
Antiquarian Itinerary, vols. 1 and 2 
Les Misérables, vol. 1. 

En, Brit., Scribner ed., vols, 24 and 25 
Californiana. 


Charles E. Lauriat Co., 385 Washington St., Boston. 


Martineau’s Retrospect of Western Travel. 
Conway’s Early Flemish Artists.’ 

Leiloc’s Peth to Rome. Longmans. 

Green’s Cape Cod Folks, original ed. 

Pilgrimage to Nejd, by Blunt. 

History of the Dog, by Blaze. 

Lalor’s Cyclopedia of Political Science, 3 vols 
Moore’s Diary of American Revolution, 2 vols. 
Plymouth Colony Records, 12 vols. 

Franklin Before the Privy’ Council. Phila., 1860. 


Library of Congress, Washington, D. C. 

Doubleday, Gen., Gettysburg Made Plain. N. Y., 
Century Co., 1888. 

District of Columbia, Regulations Governing the Erec- 
tion, Removal, Repair and Maintenance of Ruild- 
ings and of Elevators and Fire Escapes. Wash., 
Judd & Detweiler, 1902. 

Hoermann, Alto . Die Tochter ‘Tehuan’s oder 
Texas im Vorigen Jahrhundert. Benziger Bros., 
New York and Cincinnati, 1867. 


N. Liebschutz, 236 W. Jefferson St., Louisville, 
Ky. ([Cash.] 

Robert Browning, vol. 2, cloth. olive green color. 
Pub. by Houghton, Miflin & Co. 

Vols. 27-31 of English and American Cyclopedia 
of Law, 2d ed. 

Gesenius’ Hebrew Lexicon, ed. by Driver and 
Cheyne, second-hand. Report also other editions, 
stating cates. 

Davis’ Hebrew Lexicon. 


Little, Brown & Co., 254 Washington St., Boston. 


N. H. Reports, 45, 46. 

Vermont Reports, 58-65. 

U. S. Dallas, 4 vols., Wheaton, 4 to 11, Howard, 1 
17, Ws sllace, 12- 13. 

Mass. Revised Statutes, Supplement, 1854-’s59. 

Mass, General Statutes, Supplement, 1823-’31. 

Forsyth’s Cases Constitutional Law. 

Mass. Laws Stearns, Shaw and Metcalf, 3 vols., 
1780-2831, 1 Supplement, 1831-’35. 

Maine Reports, 48, 55. 

Rhode Island, vol. 1o. 

A Private Chivalry, 

Index to the Ency. Brit, R. S. Peale reprint. 


Louisville Free Public Library, Louisville, Ky. 


Marine Review for May 26, 1904. 

Catalog of the Library of the Surgeon-General’s 
fice, U. S. A., 1st Series. 

Halkett’ and Laing, Dictionary of Antonyms and 
Pseudonyms, Literature of Great Britain, 


W. H. Lowdermilk & Co., Washington, D. C. 


Williams, American Medical Biography. 

Keats, Works, ed. by Buxton Forman, 4 vols. 

Keuns, Arius the Libyan. 

Terrell, Appeal to American People as a Jury. 

Agnew, Protestant Exiles From I’rance in Reign of 
Louis xIv., 2 vols. 

Yonge, The ’Castle Builders. 

Rush, Residence at Court of London, 1873 ed. only. 

Rush, Occasional Productions, 

Euripides, trans. b Way, 3 vols, 

Loti, Last Days of Pekin. 


W. H. Lowdermilk & Co.—Continued. 


Atkinson, Biographical Dictionary of American Phy 
cians, zd e 1880. 

Carmoly, History of the Jewish Physicians. 

Mumford, History of Medicine. 

Haliburton, The Attache; or, Sam Slick in Englan 

Haliburton, Hist. and Stat. Account of Nova Scoti 
2 vols 

Haliburton, The Old Judge. 

Haliburton, Rule and Misrule of English in America 

Haliburton, Yankee Stories. 

Haliburton, Traits of American Humor. 

Haliburton, Nature and Human Nature. 

Reemer, Dictionary of English and French Idioms. 


Weston, iistoric Doubts as to Execution of Marsha! 


Ney. 
Colton, Shakespeare and the Bible. 
Farwell, Life and Speeches of E. D. Baker. 
Schofield, Forty-Six Years in the Army. 
er’s "Magazine, index to vols. 1-85. 
Bie soe, Examination of Edwards on ie Will. 
Williams, Raphael’s Hours. 


Lowman & Hanford S. and P. Co., 616 Ist Ave., 
Seattle, Wash. 


Dr. Xavier, Pemberton, cl., fair condition. 


Nathaniel McCarthy, Minneapolis, Minn. 
2 copies Farquhar’s Professor’s Daughter. 


McDevitt-Wilson, Bargain poen, 1 Barclay 
*% . ’ 

Transactions of Am. Soc. of Mechan. Engineer. 

Red Cleud, the Sioux. 

Ireland’s New York. 

Les Miserables, large pap. Routledge. 

Spooner’s Dict. of Painters. 

Pilkington’s Dict. of Painters. 

Flames by Robert Hichens. 

De Lemon, Universal Writing Desk Book. 

Joan of Arc, illus. by Boutet de Monville. 


Joseph McDonough Co.. 39 Columbia St., 
Albany, N. Y. 
Lexington, Handbook of Points of Interest. 
Baroness Riedesel’s Memoirs. Munsell. 
Burgoyne’s State of the Expedition, etc. 
Rogers’ PS ag = Albany, 1883. 
Stone’s Sir William Johnson. 


John Jos, McVey, 1229 Arch St., Phila., Pa. 


Palmer’s New Education. L., B. & Co. 
Speeches of Senator Vorhees. R. Clarke & Co. 


Henry Malkan, 18 Broadway, N. Y. 
Herdon and Gibbons’ Valley of the Amazon. Wash- 
ington, 1853. : 
Audubon’s Birds, original ed. 
Landscape, by P. G. Hamerton. 
Sketcher’s Manual, by Howard. 


Henry Malkan, Hanover §q., N. Y. 
FEastlake’s Material for the History of Oil Painting. 
Ilistory of Woodbury, Connecticut. 

Forlong’s Rivers of Life. 
Appleton’s Cyclopedia of Biography. 
Swinburre’s Works, complete. 


Henry Malkan, 5 Beaver St., N. Y. 
Lewes’ Women of Shakespeare. ’o4. 
Weiss’ Wit, Humor, etc., of Shakespeare. 
Tield’s Works, Special ed, 
Horace, Kibliophile’s ed, 
Encyclopedia Americana. 


The Mercantile Library, 10th St. above Chestnut 
St., Phila., Pa. 


Dictionary of Books Relating to America, by Joseph 
Sabin, pts, 89 and go, and all parts after 116. 


Methodist Book and Publishing House, Wesley 
Buildings, Toronto, Can. 
aie Canadian Journal, Lady Dufferin. Pub. by Ap- 
pletor.. 
Life in the Clearings, Mrs. Moodie. 


Edward Mills, 607 Chestnut St., St. Louis, Mo. 


Mo. Statutes, 1825. 

Stradivari. Pub. by Hill & Co., 1002. 

Hawley Collection of Violins. Pub. by Lyon & 
Healy, Chicago. 


Percival C, Mills, 415 16th St., Denver, Colo. 


Hamerton, Landscape. Pub. by Little, Brown & 
Co. $1.50. 





rar 


mee ee 






























May 25, 1907 [No. 1843] 


BOOKS WANTED.—Continued. 


William H. Miner, Cedar Rapids, Ia. 


Jameson, Court Beauties of Chas, 11., any ed. 
Mutiny of the Bounty, any ed. 

Shaw, Icaria. Putnam. 

Moroney’s Book Sales, £04 Central Ave., Cin., 0. 


Nicolay and Hay’s Lincoln; other Lincoin books. 
Election ticket for 1860, old play bills, etc. 

Life of Danl. W. Voorhies. 

Century Dictionary, and cthers, cheap, 

Lippard’s Legends of the Revolution, 

The Eastern Church, Stanley. 

Our for sale catalogues free to buyers. 


Morris Book Shop, 152 Wabash. Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


Life of Nathan Hale, by Stewart. 
History of the Molly Maguires. 
Sweet Singer of Michigan, 


N. F. Morrison, 314 W. Jersey St., Elizabeth, N. J. 


Travellers and Outlaws, Higginson. 
japan, Brinkley, . 
Adams, J. Q., Own Memories. 
Books by T. W. Higginson. 
Newark Free Public Library, Newark, N. J. 


Strickland’s Queens of Scotland, vol. 3. 


W. W. Nisbet, 12 8S. Broadway, St. Louis, Mo. 


Brazelton, History of Hardin College, Tenn. 
Morgan Genealogy, Virginia. 
Hurd, Principles of City land Values, 2d ed. 


Nunn & Co., 227 N. Howard St., Baltimcre, Md. 
Stoeddard’s Lectures. 


Old Corner Book Store, 27 Bromfield St., 
Boston, Mass. 
Astornsen’s Norwegian Folk and Fairy Tales. 
Biographical Cyclopedia of the 19th Century. 
by the Metropolitan Pub. Co. 


H, A, O’Leary, 1597 Brooklyn Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Sermons and other pamphlets relating to the Ha- 
Waiian missions, 1818-1870. 
Anderson, The Hawaiian Isiands. 1864. 
Chaney, Aloha. Boston, 1880. 
Cheever, The Whale and His Captors. 1854. 
History of Sandwich Islands. Phila., 1831. 
— Contributions to History ot S. W. Portion 
0 a 
Jchnson, Pioneer Spaniards in N. A. 
Hopkins, Hawaii. N. Y., 1869. 
W. Millard Palmer Co., 20 Monroe St., 
Grand Rapids, Mich. 
Osgoodby, Pitmanic Shorthand, 7th ed. 
Donnelly, Great Crytogram, Francis Bacon’s Cipher 
in the So-Called Shakespeare Plays. 
Stoddard’s Lectures. Balch. 


C, C. Parker, 220 So. Broadway, Los Angeles, Cal. 
Kentucky Cardinal, Harper ed., leather back, silk 
‘sides, with red cardinal. 
Lible of To-day, J. W. Chadwick. 
Lorenzo de Medici, Edith Thomas 
Putnam, ’93. 
D. L. Passavant, Zelienople, Pa. 
Tyler’s Lit. Hist. Amer. Rev. 1897. 
Steele’s Summer ‘four Through West. 
McClure, David, Journal. N. Y., 1899. 
Mag. of Amer, History, March, 1863. 
Country Life, vol. 1, no. 4. Good price. 


E, BR, Pelton, 19 E, 16th St., N. Y. 


The Dodge Club. Pub. by Harper. 
Life and Deeds of Gen. U. S. Grant, by Frank A. 
Burr. Pub. by National Pub. Co. 


Pfister Bookbinding Co., 141 E, 25th St., N. Y¥. 
Casanova, plates, 12 vols. 


Philadelphia Book Co., 15 S. 9th St., Phila., Pa. 


Mineral Industry, vols. 2 and 6. 
“team History Problems. 


T, Pillot, 409 Main St., Houston, Tex. 


"he Influence of the Mind on the Body, by Dr. 
Tuke, 

Mosby’s Rangers, by J. J. Williamson. 

Flush Times in Alabama, etc., by Baldwin. 

Major Jones’ Courtship, by Major Tones. 

Scharff-Yoakum’s History of ‘Texas. 

Any books on Texas history. 





Pub. 


(Carpenter). 


1841. 
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Isaac Pitman & Sons, Pe Union 8q., N. Y. 


[Cash.] 
Typewriter and Phonographic World, vols. 7 and 14. 


C. 8S. Pratt, 161 6th Ave., N. Y. [Cash.] 
Victoria, and Other Poems. 
Capt. Lecky, Wrinkles in Navigation. 
Aphra Behn, Plays. 
Prendergast, Cromwellian Settlement. 
Cox, Incidents of Travel Through Russia. 


Presbyterian Board of Pub., 156 5th Ave., N. Y. 

Sprague’s Annals of American Pulpit, vol. 9. 

History ot Reformed Presbyterian Church in Ameri- 
ca, W. Melancthon. Glasgow. 


Presbyterian Book Stcre, Fulton Building, 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Set of Variorum ed. of Shakespeare, second-hand. 
2 Rebecca the jewess, Bradley. 
Kellogg, On the Jews. 


Preston & Rounds Co., 98 Westminster St., 
. Providence, R. I, 
King’s Christine’s Career. 

Princeton University Store, Princeton, N. J. 
Harper’s Menthly Magazine, 1888-1906, inclusive. 
Indexes for Harper’s Monthly, Edinburgh Review, in 

bound vols. 


G. P, Putnam’s Sons, 27 W. 23d 8t., N. Y. 


Colonel Enderby’s Wife. 

Ccoper, Pathfinder, Townsend ed. 

Helvetius, Treatise on the Mind. 

Keary, Threugh the Shadows. 

Whiting, The Island. 

Tilton, Sexton’s Tales, etc. 

Potyedonoseff, Retlections cf a Russian Statesman. 
Campbell, History, etc. Virginia, 1860. 

Lyman, Perry, 10 copies. 

Caine, Love Songs English Poets. 


Peter Reilly, 133 N. 13th St., Phila., Pa. 
Ledicatory Address of the 1st Church, C. S., Concord. 
Illustrated Historical Sketches, Portraying the Ad- 

vancement in C, S., by Dundas. 
Legal aspects of C. S., decisions of courts, etc., 
pamphlets. 


Raoul Renault, Quebec, Canada. 
State geolegy, any. 
Astrology, anything old. 
Old psalms and hymnals with music, 
Old Mexican, South American or Philippines im- 
prints. 


H, M. Reynolds, 220 S. Broadway, Lo: / ngeles, Cal. 


You Have Heard of Them, “Q.” 
Dead Souls, Gogol. 

St. John’s Eve, Gogol, 

Taras Bulba, Gogol. 

A Man and a Woman, Waterloo. 


Geo. H. Rigby, 1113 Arch St., Phila., Pa. 
Wilkie Collins’ Works, good lib, ed. 
Scott, Sir Walter, 100 vol. ed. Black, Edin. 
Brinkley, Arts of Japan, 12 vol. ed. 

Fashion and costumes, rare works. 
Dumas, Sub, ed. 
Lever, Sub. ed. 
Yhackeray, Biographical ed, 
Smollett’s Works. 
Fielding’s Works. 
Munford, Rob., Poems of. 
A. M. Robertson, 1539 Van Ness Ave., San 
Francisco, Cal. 
Thillip Thaxter, by C, A. Washburn, 


Robson & Adee, 309 State St., Schenectady, N. Y. 
Encyclopedia Britannica, 9th ed. 

Complete Lectures of Ingersoll. | 

Century Dictionary, and Cyclopedia, 10 vols, 
Engineering Magazine, Jan, and Feb., 1907. 


Rohde & Haskins Co., 16 Cortlandt St., N. Y. 
Engraved Gems of Classical Times. Macmillan. 
Lace, pap. or cl. Appleton. | : 
Pater’s Renaissance, early ed. with the sepia -uts. 
’Lil Angelo, Condict. Appleton. 

A. I. Root, 1212 Howard 8t., Omaha, Neb. 

{(Cash.] 
Genealogies of the Root Family. 
Lantern Slides: How to Make and 


Elmendorf. ; ‘ ad og 
Anything on lantern slides or optical projection, 


Them, 


Color 
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Charles Scribner’s Sons.—Continued. 
Savage, Blessedness of Work. Perkins. 
Silkerrad, Enchanter. Mac. 
Syofford, Amber Gods. Put. 
Symonds, Boccaccio. C. 3S. S. 
‘ledd, Tetal Eclipses of the Sun. Little, B. 
‘Twain, Library of Humor. Harper. 
Valdes, Maxima. Crowell. 
Valdes, Sister St. Sulpice. Crowell. 
Valera, Commander Mendoza. App. 
Valera, Don Braulie. App. 
Valera, Don Luz. App. 
Valera, Pepita Ximenez. App. 
Vivian, Servia. Longmans. 
Ward, The Oak. App. 
West, Columbia Univ. Studies in History, Eco. an 
Pub. Law, vol. 4, no. 2. Mac. . 
-Yarnall, Piactical Healing for Mind and Body. Al 
liance. ’ 


Charles Sessler, 1314 Walrut St., Phila., Pa. 
Howell, Heroines of Fiction. Harper, 1901. 
R. E. Sherwood, 144 Fulton St., N. Y. 


Conventional Lies, by Nordau, in cloth. 
Jerusalem in Times of Christ, by S, Pullist Arn 
strong. 





BOOKS WANTED.—Continued. 


J. Francis Ruggles, Bronson, Mich. 
Baird’s Wage Computing Table Book. Salem, O. 
Lieb’s 9 Months in Quartermaster’s Dept.  Cin., 

Clarke Co. 
Stoddard’s Lectures. 
Life of Capt. Lee Hall, Texas Ranger. 

W. 8S. Rusk, 604 Eigkth Ave., N. Y. 

Illustrated ed. of Volksmarchen der Deutschen, by 
Johann Karl. Pub. by August Musaus, Leipsic, 
1848. 

Schoenhof Book Co., Inc., 128 Tremont St., Boston. 


Newman, Infant Mortality. 
O’ Meara, I‘rederick Ozanam, Life and Work. 1876. 


Scrantom, Wetmore & Co., Rochester, N. Y. 

Sargent and Downing’s Treatise of Theory and Prac- 
tice of Landscape Gardening. 1859. 

Stoddard’s Lectures. 

Historians’ Wistory of the World. 

Davis’ Soldiers of Fortune, Edison ed. 

Dennelly’s Great Cryptogram., 

Burton Holmes’ Lectures. 

Fiynt’s World of Graft. 

Wiggleworth’s Day of Doom. 

De Mille’s Lady of the Ice, bound or pap. 

Peor’s, Manual, previcus 13878. 

Downing’s Rural] Architecture. 

Any ‘books on landscape yardening. 

Svkes’ Through Persia on Side Saddle. 


Charles Scribner’s Sons, 153 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 


Men of Mark in the Cumberland Valley, Centennial 
Biographies. Fulton Pub. Co., Philadelphia. 

Roosevelt’s Game Fishes of America. 

MackKaye’s Jeanne d’Arc, 1st ed. Macmillan. 

Buchan’s The Half-Hearted. Houghton, Mifflin. 

Anderson, Hawaiian Islands. Guild & Lincoln. 

Barrows, History of the Philippines. A, B. C. 

Benjamin, Appleton’s Cyclopedia of Applied Me- 
chanics, and Supplement, 2 vols. Henley. 

Blanc, Constance, E. McKeen, tr. Neely. 

Blanc, Remorse. App. 

Boissier, Life of de Sevigné. McClurg. 

Bonney, Ice Work, Present and Past. App. 

Burrovghs, Birds and Bees, and Other Studies, 
Ho., M, 

Christopher and Smedley, Report on Child Study. 
Chicago, Bd. of Ed. 

Congo Tree State Gov't, The Congo, a Report. Put. 

Cornish, Chivalry. Mac. 

Courtenay, Ideas of Tragedy in Ancient and Mod- 
ern drama. Brentano's. 

2 Cushing, Zuni Folk Tales. Put. 

Dana, Art of Newspaper Making. App. 

Davis, Days Afield on Staten Island. Davis. 

Doyle, Study in Scarlet. Lipp. 

Dubose, Yancey and His Times. Roberts. 

2 Dumas, Monte Cristo, Readable Books. Little, B. 

Dyer, Folk-Lore of Plants. App. 

Everyman, introd. by Moses. ‘Taylor. 

Firdausi, Shah Nameh, tr. by Atkinson. Warne. 

Fisher, Grain Tables. Judd. 

Fyfe, Sulmarine Warfare. Dut, 

Goldoni, Comedies. McClurg. 

Hallowell, Elementary Drawing. 










Frank Simmons, Springfield, III, 


1609. 
John Skinner, 44 N. Pearl St., Albany, N. Y. 


1G. 230, 390, 32%, 130. 330, 140, 143, 142, 143, 
162, 250, 251, 252, 253, 254, 255, 2060. 
Harper's Weekly, 1857, ’58, 59. 
Stone’s Life of Brant. 
Stcene’s Life of Sir William Johnson. 
Sione’s Burgoyne’s Campaign. 
Willetit’s Narrative. 
George D. Smith, 50 New St., N. Y. 
Famous Victorie of Henry at Agincourt, reprint o! 
criginal. 


J. BR. Smith & Co., 22 E. 2ist St., N. Y. 


Edinburgh ed. of Waverley Novels, vol. 46, Millet 
imprint. 
W. H. Smith, Jr., 515 W, 173d St., N. Y. 
Railroads, pamphlets on, and transportation, pamph. 


Tribune Tracts, no. 6, Life cf Lincoln, pamphlet. 
Lealers send catalogues as issued. 


A. H. Smythe, 43 8S. High St., Columbus, 0. 


Heusehold ed. of Dickens. 
G. E, Stechert & Co., 129 W. 20th St., N. Y. 


N. Y. Lumber Trade Journa!, vol. 39. 
Towne, Index Guide to Warner’s Library. 
Appleton’s Annual Cyclopedia, 1872, ’73- 
Roberts’ History of New York. 

Starr, First Steps in Human Progress. 
Quarterly Journal Economics, set, or any nos. 
Bawden, Syllabus of Psychology. 

Science, vol, 22 and foll., and N. S., 1-10. 
Vinton, Canon Law in JU. SS. 1870. 
Fentalou, Pulaski Vindicated. 1824. 


Hart, Violin. C. S. S. ae 
Hazlitt, Collected Works, 12 vols. McClure. William J. Taylor, 169 E, 128th St., N. Y. 
a neers ee. 6} | ‘the Cid Mortalembert’s Monks of the West, vols. 6 and 7. 
eroes hivalry, Lives of Bayard and the Cid. 
Dodd. - P ; . Taylor’s Book Shop, 3518 Franklin Ave., St. 
Hewlett, Pan and the Young Shepherd. Mac. Louis, Mo. 
Hinton, Mystery of Pain. . App. International Encyclopedia, 17 vols. or 21 vols. 
mere, Saneeneeenes aot gage 1904 or later. Soiled set will do, if cheap. 
iubert, Stage as a Career. Put. 
Hull, Cuchillin Saga (Irish). C. S. S. Theodore & Little, 905 Pac. Ave., Tacoma, Wash. 
Hutchinson, Living Races of Mankind. App. Washington, Pacific, N. W. Law Reports, Am. De 
Jones, Judah. Mac. cisions, S, C, Reports. 
Jones, Masaueraders. Mac. 
Jordan, Aboriginal Fishing Stations. Jordan. Theosophical Pub. Co., 244 Lenox Ave., N. Y. 
Josephus, Works, 4 vols. in 3. Armstrong. Philosophy of Upanishads, by Paul Deussen. 
Maude, loundations of Ethics. Holt. Zarathustra, by Nietzsche, 


Nat’l Municipal League, Municipal Program. Mac. 
Nimmo, American Railroad System. Darby. The Thomson-Pitt Book Co., 947 8th Ave., N. ¥. 


Nimmo, Pooling and Governmental Control. Gibson. | Memorials of the Family of Scott, of Scott’s Hall, in 
Northrop, New Popular Speaker. Nat'l Pub. Co, the County of Kent, by J. R. Scott. 1876. 
Orcutt, History of Stratford. Cleveland’s Walthamston, E. London. Simmons & 
Rae, Eight Hours for Work. Mac. Batton. 

Reeder, History of School Readers. Mac. Morrell’s History of Southampton, L. I., 2d ed. 1887. 
Remington, John Ermine. Mac. Scull’s Dorethea Scott, Gotheren, Urghen. Oxford, 
Rowntree, Poverty. Parker & Co., 1862. 7 
Russell, Ethics and Principles of Salesmanship. | Records of the Town of Southampton, L. I., in 3 


Graplin Co, vols., with John Scott Genealogy. 


Hennepin’s New Discovery, fine conditicn. London, 
»? 


Norih American Review, nos. 111, 112, 114, 116, 117, 
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BOOKS WANTED.—Continued. 
nL 
H. H. Timby, Main St., Conneaut, 0. 

Personal Magnetism, by Shaftsbury. 

katon’s History of the Oil Country, or Petroleum. 
Six Nights in a Block House. 

Mystery of Avenue D. — 

\.orong, Story of Sandwich Islands. 

Sut Lovingood’s Yarns. 

Dickens, Temple ed., red leather, any. 


C. L. Traver, Trenton, N. J. [Cash.] 


St. Beuve, Portraits of Women. 
St. Benve, Portraits of Men. 
lones, Fssays on Authors. 

Yesant, French. Humorists. 
Gautier, Famous French Authors. 
Gautier, Journeys in Italy. 

Hare, Cities of Southern Italy. 
Moliére, Dramatic Works. 
Lamartine, Celebrated Characters. 
Harnack, Expansion of Christianity. 
Filet, Queens of Society. 

Ellet, Woman Artists. 

Robinson, Scriptures Characters. 


Troy Public Library, Troy, N. Y. 

Dyer, Folk-Lore of Plants. 
Verkins, French Cathedrals and Chateaux, 

Otto Ulbrich Co., 386 Main St., Buffalo, N. Y. 
Grammar of Ornament, by Owen Jones. 
Poems of Carducci. 
Song of Our Syrian Guest, grey cloth, illustrated. 
The United Presb Bd. of Pub., Pittsburg, Pa. 
Analysis of Vecal Rudiments, Novello. 
Voice and Vocal Art, Novello. 

H. D. Utley, 236 State St., New London, Conn. 


[Cash.] 


American Ancestry, vol. 1, Albany lamilies. Albany, 
1887. 
Talcott’s New York and New England Fanilies. 


Albany, 1883. 
Pearson’s Genealogies of the First Settlers of Albany. 
Albany, 1872. 


T. B. Ventres, 590 Fulton St., Brooklyn, N, Y. 
Elsa Gray. Pub. by Harper. 
George Wahr, 103 N. Main St., Ann Arbor, Mich. 
Two Women, by Constance Woolson. 


Edwin C, Walker, 244 W. 143d St., N. Y. 


A. L. A. Pook List. 

Herbert Spencer’s Essay on Style. 

Edward Nicholas, in Defense (or Vindication) of the 
Jewish Nation. 


John Wanamaker, New York. 


Life cf Robert Fulton, by Colden. 
Your of Mexico, Morris. Pub. by Abbey Press. 


John Wanamaker, Philadelphia. 
Sparrowgrass Papers, 
Biography of Jefferson Davis, by Mrs. Jetfersun 
_ Davis. 
Kate Greenaway’s Almanacks from 1883 te 1897. 
Menpes’ Paris, 15 plates. 
E Cabet, Voyage en icarie, either in French or Eng- 
lish trans, 
Geo, E. Warner, Minneapolis, Minn. 
Tator, H. H., Poems. 18509. 
Boaze, H., The Wonder of Nations. 
Lillie, R. S., Poems. 1880, 
Myrtle, Minnie, Ircquois. 1855. 
Alexander, A., Colonization West Coast of Africa. 


Watson & Wiles, 170 5th Ave., N. Y. 
Moore, George, and Opinions, st 
_ English ed, 

Strickland’s Queens. 
Stephen Mallarmé, illus. by Manet. 


ia Weber’s Book Store, Louisville, Ky. 
lhiers, Consulate and Empire of France, vol. 2. 


W. B. Wentworth, 15a Beacon St., Boston, Mass. 


Hiymns of the Spirit, Samuel. 
Longfellow and Sam. Johnson. 
Desert Home, Mayne Reid. 
“ettlers in Canada, Marryat. 


Impressions 


The Publishers’ Weekly. 


hse. 


Edgar A, Werner, 35 Chestnut St., Albany, N. Y. 

Mrs. Grant, Memoirs of an American Lady. Albany, 
1876; also 2 vol, ed. 6f 10901. 

Gceodrich, Museum of History. 

Gocdrich, Recollections of a Lifetime, 2 vols. 

Geedrich, Merry’s Museum, complete set. 


Thomas Whittaker, 2 Bible House, N. Y. 
Jeurnal General Convention, Protestant ‘Episcopal 
Church, 1853. 


M. A. Whitty, 28 N. Sth St., Richmond, Va. 


O’Neall, Tench and Bar of S. C. 
Life R, Y. Hayne. 
Life Devereaux Jarratt. 


Woodward & Lothrop, Washington, D. C, 
Censideration on New England Federalism. H. C. 
Adams. ° ; 

Russia in Asia, Alexis Krausse. 

Life of Greeks and Romans, Guhl and Kohner. 

Tarot of Egyptians (or Bohemians), George Redway, 
1896. 

Pack Tarot Cards, Oswald Wirth. 


J. O. Wright & Co., 6 E. 42d St., N, Y, 


Rev. Joseph Prince, Funeral Sermon by John Mur- 


ray. 1791. 
Reid, Life of Jackson, 8°. VPhila., 1877. 
Reijart, Life of Fulton, 8°. Phila., 1856. 


W. H, Ziesenitz, Hudson, N. Y. 


McClure’s Magazine, Jan., 1897. 
Sketches of Hudson, by S. D. 
Sketches of Claverack, by Dr. 


Miller, 
Porter. 








BOOKS FOR SALE. 








Edw. Baker, 14 John Bright St., Birmingham, Eng. 
Spcrting books, natural history, etc., 1200 items. 
Catalogue free. 
C. J. Devlin, 422 W. 55th St., N. Y. 
Bound files New York Herald, complete, Jan., 1851, 
to date. 
Dixie Book Shop, 41 Liberty St., N. Y. 
Hayley’s Life and Posthumous Writings of Wm. 
Cowper, 2d ed., 1803, illus. by Wm. Blake, 3 vols., 
quarto, full sheep. Price $15. 
W. Y. Foote Co., University Block, Syracuse, N. Y. 
5c00 blue prints, educational subjects, with catalogue. 
$25. 
N. Liebschutz, 236 W. Jefferson St., Louisville, 
Ky. ([Cash.] 
126 consecutive vols, of War of Rebellion Record. 


Make offer. 

Set of 6 vols. of Fables de La Fontaine avec Figures 
Gravées par MM. Simon et Coiny publiés a Paris 
chez Bossange, Massonet Besson Librairies, rue des 

16° size. Make 


Mathurins. An Iv-1796 ére vulg. 
offer. 
- i . 
2 sets Kirkman’s Science of Railways, 20 vols. 


1904. Copyright at $10. 
Moroney’s Book Sales, 404 Central Ave., Cin., 0. 
Brownson’s Review, vol. 1, 1847; vol. 2, 1845; vol. 3, 


1846. 
Turner’s Art Gallery 1 large vol., hf. mor. 
10.000 books, 50,000 magazines. Get our catalogue. 


The Smith Book Co., 143 E, 4th St., Cincinnati, O. 

Biographical Fneyclopedia of Kentucky, quarto, hf. 
leath., 7o steel plates. Cincinnati, 1878. Pub. $1s. 
$3. 

H. D, Utley, 236 State St., New London, Conn. 

Trvmbull’s History of Connecticut, 2 vols. $7.50. 

Caulkin’s History of New London $6 


The Whitaker & Ray Co., 141 Grove 8t., 
San Francisco, Cal, 
Complete sets and odd vols. of Bancroft’s Western 
listory. - 
Western publications a specialty. 


SITUATIONS WANTED. 
PUBLISHER’S MANUFACTURING MANAGER 
wishes to make a change. Would orefer an opening 


in New York, Boston or Philadelphia. Address 
M. M., care of Pustisners’ Weekty, New York, 
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SITUATIONS WANTED.—Continued. 


FOSITION AS BUYER for book and stationery 
department. Have had fourteen years’ experience 
in the business and have been actual buyer and 
manager of department for five years. Am employed 


at present. Cbject of change to improve my position, 
Address B. C. D., care of PusBiisners’ WEEKLY, 
New York. 


COPYRIGHT NOTICES. 


LIBRARY OF CONGRESS, | 
OrFicz OF THE REGISTER OF COPYRIGHTS, ¢ 
WasuincrTon, D. C. 

Class A, XXc, No. 175379.—To wit: Be it remem- 
bered, That on the 29th day of April, 1907, Mary 
L. R. Gaylord, of St. Petersburg, Russia, hath de- 
posited in this oifice the title of a book, the title of 
which is in the following words, to wit: “A Selection 
of Spiritual Songs, with Music. For use in_ social 
meetings. Selected and arranged by Charles S. Rob- 
inson,” the right whereof she claims as proprietor 
in conformity with the laws of the United States 
respecting copyrights. 

(Signed) Herspert Putnam, Librarian of Congress. 

By Tuorvatp So.serc, Register of Copyrights. 

In renewal for 14 years from April 29, 1907. 








Liprary OF CONGRESS, 
OFFICE OF THE REGISTER OF COPYRIGHTS, 
Wasuincton, D, C. 

Class A, XXc, No. 166120..—To wit: Be it remem- 
bered, That on the 17th day of January, 1907, Mrs. 
Charlotte Emma Southworth Lawrence, of Yonkers, 
N, Y., hath deposited in this office the title of a 
tcok, the title of which is in the following words, 
to wit: “the Trail of the Serpent; or, the Homicide 
of Hawke Hall. By Mrs. E. D. E. N. Southworth,” 
the right whereof she claims as proprietor in con- 
formity with the laws of the United States respecting 
copyrights. 

(Signed) Hersert Putnam, Librarian of Congress. 

By TuHorvatp Soxrserc, Register of Copyrights. 

In renewal for 14 years from May 31, 1907. 


LIBRARY OF CONGRESS, 
OFFICE OF THE REGISTER OF COPYRIGHTS, 
WasuincTon, D, C. 

Class C, XXc, No. 146830.—To wit: Be it remem- 
bered, That on the 29th day of March, 1907, Robert 
Goldbeck, of London, England, hath desposited in 
this office the title of a Musical Composition, the title 
of which is in the following words, to wit: “My 
Faith Lecks Up to Thee. Duet for soprano and alto, 
or tenor and bass. Robert Goldbeck. Organ acc. 
New York, G. Schirmer,” the right whereof he 
claims as author and proprietor in conformity with 
the laws of the United States respecting copyrights. 

(Signed) Herserr Purnam, Librarian of Congress. 

By TuHorvatp Sorserc, Register of Copyrights. 

In renewal for 14 years from May 31, 1907. 





Lisrary OF CONGRESS, 
OFFICE OF THE REGISTER OF COPYRIGHTS, 
Wasuincton, D. C 
Class C, XXc, No, 146831.—To wit: Be it remem- 
bered, That on the 29th day of March, 1907, A. R. 
Parsons, of New York, N. Y., hath deposited in this 
office the title of a Musical Composition, the title ot 
which is in the following words, to wit: “The Night 
Has a Thousand Eyes. Song. By A. R. Parsons. 
New York, G. Schirmer,” the right whereof he claims 
as author and proprietor in conformity with the laws 
of the United States respecting copyrights. 
(Signed) Hersert Purnam, Librarian of Congress. 
By Tuorvatp So.serc, Register of Copyrights. 
In renewal for 14 years from April 9, 1907. 


OFrfiIce OF THE REGISTER oF COPYRIGHTS, 
Wasurncron, D, C. 

Class C, XXc, No. 147996.—To wit: Be it remem- 
bered, That on the oth day of April, 1907, Robert 
Goldbeck, of London, England, hath deposited in 
this office the title of a Musical Composition, the title 
of which is in the following words, to wit: “‘“My 
Faith Looks Up to Thee. Anthem for soprano, alto, 
tcnor and bass; with accompaniment of organ. By 
Robert Goldbeck. No. 1. Quartet, with acc. of 

iano. New York, G. Schirmer,” the right whereof 

e claims as author and proprietor in conformity 
with the laws of the United States respecting copy- 
rights. 

(Signed) Hersert Putnam, Librarian of Congress. 

By Tuorvatp Sorserc, Register of Copyrights. 

In renewal for 14 years from May 31, 1907. 


Liprary OF CONGRESS, 


The Publishers’ Weekly. 





(a 








[No. 1843] May 25, 1907 





LIBRARY OF CONGRESS, } 
OFFICE OF THE REGISTER OF CoPpykIGHTS, } 
WasuHincron, D., C. 

Class C, XXc, No. 147997.—To wit: Be it remem- 
bered, That on the oth day of April, 1907, Robert 
Goldbeck, of London, England, hath deposited in 
this office the title vf a Musical Composition, the 
title of which is in he following words, to wit: 
‘““My Faith Looks Up to Thee. Anthem, with ac- 
companiment of organ. By Robert Goldbeck. No. 4. 
Soprano solo. New York, G. Schirmer,” the right 
whereof he claims as author and proprietor in con- 
formity with the laws of the United States respecting 
copyrights. 

(Signed) Herserr Putnam, Librarian of Congress. 

By TuHorvatp Soiserc, Register of Copyrights. 

In renewal for 14 years from May 31, 1907. 


Library OF CONGRESS, | 
Orrice oF THE REGISTER OF COPYRIGHTS, } 
Wasuincton, D.C. Jj 

Class C, XXc, No, 147998.—To wit: Be it remem- 
bered, That on the oth day of April, 1907, Robert 
Goldbeck, of London, England, hath deposited in this 
office the title of a Musica] Composition, the title 
of which is in the following words, to wit: “My 
l‘aith Locks Up to Thee. Anthem for soprano, alto, 
tenor and bass, with accompaniment of organ. By 
Robert Goldbeck. No. 3. Quartet, with acc. of or- 
gan. New York, G. Schirmer,” the right whereof he 
claims as author and proprietor in conformity with 
the laws of the United States respecting copyrights. 

(Signed) Hersert Purnam, Librarian of Congress. 

By Tuorvactp Sovserec, Register of Copyrights. 

In renewal for 14 years from May 31, 1907. 

LIBRARY OF CONGRESS, | 
OFFICE OF THE REGISTER OF COPYRIGHTS, 
WasurncrTon, D. C. 

Class A, XXc, No. 170549.—To wit: Be it remem- 
bered, That on the eighth day of March, 1907, 
Cecilia Jackson, of Brooklyn, N. Y., hath deposited 
in this office the title of a book, the title of which 
is in the following words, to wit: “‘Gems for the Or- 
gan. A collection of voluntaries and melodious move- 
ments carefully selected and arranged for the use 
of organists in church service. By Samuel Jackson. 
New York, G. Schirmer,’’ the right whereof she 
claims as proprietor in conformity with the laws 
of the United States respecting copyrights. 

(Signed) Hersert Putnam, Librarian of Congress. 

By TuHorvatp Souserc, Register of Copyrights. 

In renewal for 14 years from April 9. 1907. 


LIBRARY OF CONGRESS, | 
OFFICE OF THE REGISTER OF COPYRIGHTS, 
Wasuincton, D.C. J 
Class A, XXc, No. 174542.—To wit: Be it remem- 
bered, That on the 20th day of April, 1907, Mrs. 
Exene S. Walker, of Brookline, Mass., hath deposited 
in this office the title of a book, the title of which is 
in the follewing words, to wit: ‘‘Money in Its 
Relation to Trade and Industry. By Francis A. 
Walker. New York, Henry Holt & Company, 1879,” 
the right whereof she claims as proprietor in con- 
formity with the laws of the United States respecting 
copyrights. 
(Signed) "‘zrsert Putnam, Librarian of Congress. 
By Tuorystp Sorserc, Register of Copyrights. 
In renews. for 14 years from April 28, 1907. 


Sr 


LrBrary OF CONGRESS, 
OF. ICE OF THE REGISTER OF COPYRIGHTS, 
Wasuincton, D.C. | 
Class A, ~Xc, No. 175260.—To wit: Be it remem- 
bered, That on the 27th day of April, 1907, Mrs. 
Ada N. Stern, of New York, N. Y., hath deposited 
in this offi* the title of a book, the title of which 
is in the following words, to wit: “Studien und 
Plaudereie . By Sigmon M. Stern. New York, 
Henry Hoit & Company,” the right whereof she 
claims as proprietor in conformity with the laws 
of the United States respecting copyrights. 
(Signed) Hexsert Putnam, Librarian of Congress. 
By Tn rvatp Sorserc, Register of Copyrights. 
In renewal for 14 years from May 19, 1907. 


SPECIAL NOTICES. 
A. S. CLARK, Peekskill, N. Y. es 
AMERICAN Magazine Exchange, St. Louis, Mo. _ 
RACK NUMBERS OF MAGAZINES supplied by 
Henri GErarp, 83 Nassau St., New York. 
BACK vols. and nos. of magazines supplied. Puita- 
DELPHIA MaGazine Depot, 117 N. 13th St., Phila., Pa. 


PHOTOGRAPHS. Georct GRANTHAM BAIN, 225 4th 
Ave., N. Y. Tel. 723 Gram. 



























hiay 25, 1907 [No. 1843] The Publishers’ Weekly. 1671 








Nature, Art, Romance and Travel 
THE (LONDON) NATIONAL GALLERY 


In seven volumes (sold separately). The Flemish—The Dutch—Early 
British—Later British—Central Italian—North Italian—The Spanish, 
French, and German Schools (in one volume). 


Each volume has 50 full-page reproductions in half-tone of the Pictures in the London National Gallery, 
with an interesting introduction, written byspeciaiists. Uniform with ** NewmesArt Library.’ 
(9% x6% inches) board sides, per volume, net, $1.25 ; postpaid, $1.40. 


Two New Volumes in ** Newnes Art Library” 


SIR EDWARD BURNE-JONES 


Second Series 
With an introduction by ARSENE ALEXANDRE. Art board cover. Net, $1.25; postpaid, $1.40. And 


THE LANDSCAPES OF GEORGE FREDERICK WATTS 


With 18 plates in duo-tint, mounted oncartridge mats, a photogravure portrait of the artist, and an 
introductory essay on the landscapes by WALTER Bayes. Uniform with the Series. Art boards. Net, $1.25; 


postpaid, $1.40. 
















A Sumptuous Work on British Wild Flowers 


Wild Flowers Month by Month in Their Natural Haunts 
{By EDWARD STEP, F.L.S. 


With upwards of 400 half-tone illustrations (many full-page) reproductions from original photographs of 
growing plants and wild nature, by the author. 
In two handsome vols.. (8% x 6 inches), cloth, gilt tops, per set, net, $4.50; by express, $4.75. 


The Romance of Wild Flowers 
By EDWARD STEP, F.L.S. 


Illustrated with 32 full-page plates in monotint from nature, and 200 small drawings, in the text. 


12m0, gilt top, $2.00. aa 
Intended to direct the lover of flowers tothe wonderful and romantic charm which the modern writer 


and naturalist has discovered in his study of the details of their structure or behavior. 
Uniform with **‘ Wayside and Woodland Blossoms? 


Butterflies of the British Isles 
; By RICHARD SOUTH, F.E.S. 


With 450 specimens in actual colors. The Life History, Eggs, Chrysalis, etc., with directions for 
catching and preserving. Pocket size, 6% x4% inches. Cloth, roundcorners. Net, $2.25; postpaid, $2.35. 


A Tramp in Spain: From Andalusia to Andorra 
An Amusing Guide Book 
By BART KENNEDY 


With 42 full-page illustrations from photographs and sketches, and a route map. 328 pages, 8vo, cloth, 


price, $2.50 net ; by mail, $2.65. 5 
Starting in at Gibraltar, and having no knowledge of the language, the author tramped alone through 
the whole length of Spain, and records his impressions of the country and its people in an unconventional 


‘ut By the Author of ‘‘ The Ranée Rubies,’? etc. 
. Darry’s Awakening 
‘By DR. HELEN BOURCHIER 


Illustrated. Crown 8vo, cloth, $1.50. 
*,*A bright and entertaini..g story of an English girl transplanted into India, where si speedily 
‘bik 


becomes the heroine of a somewhat intricate love affair. —_ 
The fascinating life of the English colony, with sketches of native life and character, make this an 


exceptional volume. 
By the Author of ** Princess Maritza 


The Crucible of Circumstance 
_ By PERCY J. BREBNER 
‘Better known as ‘‘ Christian Lys’’) 


A novel of the London of to-day. Illustrated. Crown 8vo, $1.50. 
‘*A brightly written story of sustained interest.”’— 7he Press, Philadelphia. 
“It has great merit.””"— Pudlic 1 edger, Philadelphia. 


The World in a Nutshell 


Handy World Atlas and Gazetteer 


With 120 pages of Colored Maps of the World. ‘Together with a Gazetteer of 10,000 names of cities, 
towns and villages, mountains and ri ers, etc,, their location and description. 288 pages. Size, 6x4 inches. 
Cloth binding, postpaid, 45 cents. 

** Will be found a convenient reference book.”"—N. YV. Times, Dec. 12, 1906. 


*.* Of all Booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of advertised price by 


F. WARNE & CO., 36 East 22d Street, New York 
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LAIRD & LEE’S CREAT SERIES OF 


WEBSTER’S NEW STANDARD DICTIONARIES 


Especially Adapted for Libraries, Homes, Offices, Universities, Colleges, High 
Schools and Common Schools, including all Elementary, Intermediate and 
Grammar Grades. Endorsed by the World’s Greatest Educators 





















ORIGINAL, ACCURATE, 
Ke ae on | COMPREHENSIVE, UNIFORM, 


Received the Jaman AND ee Awarded Gold 


NEW STRICTLY UP*TO*DATE 
Highest 


Re | | , Medals and 
Pca . omen ' 

Award of —_ ‘ og 7. Diplomas " 
Merit that NEW ST the World’s 
‘the World Seaxe : Leading 
Ban Bestow Expositions 
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Size, 6x8 inehes. 
832 pages. 








Size, 6x8 inches. 
832 pages. 








Size, 5x6X ins, ™ 
750 pages. Size, 44 x6% ins, 
Quality, not Bulk, Counts in Literature 460 pages: 





Size, 44%x5¥% ins. 384 pps 





. e,e For Library, Home and Office Use. Diction- 
Library Edition aries of mythology, biography, geography, 
_——SS————_ piblical, historical and classical names; 
terms used in botany; musical, legal and medical words and sym- 
bols; English word-building; rulesin orthography; soreten hrases; 
abbreviations; metric system; proofreading. 900 iilus., : 0 full-page 
lates, 1l1lincolors. 832 pages. Patent thumb-index. Full flexible 
eather, polished green edges; inbox, . . - « $2.50 


e ° ee For High Schools, 
High School and Collegiate Edition Cotieges ana Uni- 
versities. Con- 

tains all special departments of Library Edition. Large clear print. 
Proper nouns indicated by capital initials. Degrees of adjectives, 
present participles, imperfect tenses of verbs, plurals of nouns, and 
synonyms. Diacritical marks foot of each page. 832 pages. 900 text 
engravings, 26 full-page plates, six incolors. Half leather, gold 
stamping, marbled edges, patent thumb-index,. . . $1.50 
. 4s Without medical 
Students’ Common School Edition j6¢2), botanical 
Sw :0—O—"06—00 a= and mythological 
vocabularies. 750 pp., 840 illus., 19 plates, two pages colored maps, 
special frontispiece. Black silk cloth, gold stamped, . $0.75 
ull flexible black leather, red edges, patent thumb-indexed, 1.00 


e ege A new dictionary. Hand 
Intermediate School Edition composition: new plates 
SSS exclusively for this edi- 
tion. 30,000 words, 6,000 synonyms. Proper nouns indicated by 
capital initials, Degrees of adjectives, irregular forms of verbs, 
plural of nouns; hundreds of new words. Key diacritical marks foot 
of each page. Department of grammar, rhetoric, elocution and pros- 
ody. Vocabulary words in bold, black type, 460 pages, 600 text 
illus., two pages of flags in colors. Black silk cloth, title in gold, 50c¢ 
e4e An entirely new dictiona 
Elementary School Edition printed trou new and copa. 
rate plates. 25,000 words. 
Bold, black type; proper nouns capitalized; degrees of adjectives; 
irregular forms of verbs; new words and special encyclopedic 
departments. 384 pp., 450 illus. Black silkcloth, goldstamping, 25e 





























































W ARNING! The publishers emphatically announce that Webster’s 

* New Standard Dictionaries are not reprints. 
The entire series cover over thirty copyrights granted by the Librarian of 
Congress. In other words, we have the seal of the U. 8. Government confirmin 
our claims to originality, a sufficient evidence that we have NOT copie 
or followed other dictionaries. The general make-up, binding, patented 
design and special features stamp Laird & Lee’s lexicons as separate and 
CHARLESTON distinct from any other series on the market. 










For sale by all jobbers, news companies, school book supply houses, or sent direct by 


LAIRD & LEE, Publishers, wavasi Avenue, CHICAGO, U.S.A. 












RED RUSSIA 


Published May 24 
By JOHN FOSTER FRASER. 12mo. $1.75 net 


The account of actual cnd extensive observations gained by 
dangerous and hazardcus travels.,He describes the causes and con- 
Sequences of the revolutionary movement, the system of buréauc- 
racy and the plots of Nthiiists. 









" SOME CHAPTERS 

’ The Gist of the Matter The Czar 
The City of Terror (Warsaw) Story of a Night 
The Moods of Moscow . Black Hundred 
Black Sea Pictures Bloody Baku 





THE LONESOME TRAIL 


By JOHN’ G. NEIHARDT 
Illustrated 12mo $1.50 


‘‘The most virile and original note in fiction since 


v* 
Tack London, 
Mr. Nethardt’s stories of the Trapper ana the Indian 
we well knuwn to readers of the magazines Of the day 
















To be Published May 31 


THE WINCLESS VICTORY 


By M. P. WILLCOCKS. = Author of “ Widdicombe.” 
12mo, oe 












“A moving drama of passion, of frailty, of long temptation and of ul- 4 
limate triumph over it.’ -Pall Mall Gozettc: a" 
‘Unerring insight into the deep sprinz f huinan action. London r+ 






Miss Willeocks belongs to the school. of Thomas Hardy, though her 
tion,” —L[.ondon Telegraph. 


WOMEN =: SECOND EMPIRE 


a . Intimate Chronicles of the Courtof Napoleon lll. 
i» By FREDERIC LOLIEE. 50 Portraits and Photo- 
gravures. Red and Gold. 8vo. $7.00 net. 


“With such a book the r is that he geecne? reader eve? 
descends to the novel.’’- nae \RD Wr ITEING, The Novelist, 


PICTURES AND THEIR PAINTERS 


By L.L.M. BRYANT. 8vo. $3 50 net. 
A popular history of the great Pictures of the World and their 

























Painters. Profusely illustrated. To be Published June-7. 
A valuable work to all who desire ?t study the vreat phicltures f the 
world, Over three hundred paintings are reproduced wit brief accounts of the artist and his work 





Invaluable to art classes and libraries. 


ELLEN TERRY 
By CHRISTOPHER ST. JOHN 
Profusely illustrated. 12mo. $1.00 net. 


THE STABLE HANDBOOK 


By T. F. DALE. 16mo. Illustrated. $1.00 net. 
Full Particulars for the Guidance of Owners of -ioderate Means. 


With 32 half-tone illustrations of the best types of Hunter, Thor 
oughbred, Bechuc, Trotter, Harness Horse, Pony, Broodmare, etc. To 
gether with 10 Pians showing Skeleton, Parts of Foot, Legs, Teeth, etc. 


JOHN LANE COMPANY, {10-114 W. 32d Street, New York 
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REI 


**Of all of Mrs. Wiggin’s fic- 
tional creations, there is not 
re who makes a more winning 


“Sid winsome appeal to the 


reader's affections than Re- 


becca.” —Brooklyn Eagle 


A love story of a present-day 
Alabama girl, showing abun- 
dant incident, and original 
theme, by the author of ** The 
Northerner.’’ ‘‘ Miss Davisde- 
servesto be watched. She has 
power, style, convincing earn- 
estness, and, more than all, 
the trick of creating atmos- 
phere.’— New Orleans Pica 
yune. 


“The character drawing is 
vigorous and marked. It may 
be confidently said that this 
story has a more organic con- 
struction, more human and 
dramatic interestthan any story 
that Mrs. Dayis has yet writ- 
ten. Her latest novel is her 
strongest novel.’”’— New Or- 
leans Picayune. 


** The story is one that will be 
sure to please. It is clean and 
wholesome and _ interesting 
throughout.’’— Boston Budget. 


The autobiography of a cow- 
boy, giving an interesting in- 
sight into the old-time cattle 
business. 


BOSTON 





NEW CHRONICLES OF 
| REBECCA } 


By KATE DOUGLAS WIGGIN 


Illustrated by F. C. YOHN. $1.25 


THE 


WORLD’S WARRANT 


By NORAH DAVIS 


With frontispiece in color by 


F.C. YoHN. $1.50 


THE 


PRICE OF SILENCE 


By M. E. M. DAVIS 


Illustrated by GriswoLp TyNG 


$1.50 


MARCIA 


By ELLEN OLNEY KIRK 


$1.50 


REED ANTHONY, 


COWMAN 


By ANDY ADAMS 


With frontispiece portrait. 





$1.50 


‘*Rebecca is one of 
‘State o° Maine’ girls her 
ator loves to portray a 
depict, with intimate appre 
tion, a true blue littl 
Englander, lively, lov 
more sprightly than most 
her stock.’’— Aoston A 
fiser 


*** The World’s Warrant’ n 
have been written ar 
Burns’ fine old lines fora te 
It is a study of the element 
in human nature, and it rin; 


true to experience. The bool 


is altogether refreshing 
vitalizing.’”’-—S7. Louzs Gl 
Democrat 


‘The story is intensely inté 
esting. The characters a 
depicted with rare skill, t 
traits of the colored depender 
as well as of the chief pers 
ages being well brought 1 
and forming a pleasing ba: 
ground.”—Grand Rapids He? 
ald. 


‘*The story is bright and « 
tertainingly told : t! 
dialogue is easy and natura 
ekg Marcia herselt is a m 
attractive personage." — 7A 1/a 
delphia Telegraph 


“The books of Andy Adam 
are excelient specimens of the 
literature of occupation. The) 
are veritable pages from a van 
ished and romantic past.’’ 
Collier's Weekly 


HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN & COMPANY new york 
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